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iRo . . a^c^ 



PREFACE. 



In submitting to the public this, the 
recreative work of many months, the translators 
feel that they have not much to say by way 
of preface, and yet cannot make up their minds 
to dispense altogether with the customary 
introduction. 

They will not be misunderstood if they 
venture to call their readers' attention to the 
obvious truth that one does not turn to poetry 
for direct lessons in ethics or theology; it 
was a literary sympathy that attracted them to 
the young priest, the hero of Lamartine's 
remarkable poem. 



VI 



The work of translation was divided as evenly 
as possible between the two translators. 

It is hoped that at some future time a 
complete English version of "Jocelyn" may 
be offered to the public. 



JOCELYN, 

AN EPISODE: 

A JOURNAL FOUND IN THE HOUSE 
OF A COUNTRY PRIEST. 



ERRATUM. 



Page i^—'Far May 6th, 1798, tead May 6tli, 1786. 



PROLOGUE. 



The only earthly friend that he possessed 
Save that poor flock, toward his home I pressed, 
Along where chamois feet had tracked a way; 
My customed journey on the Baptist's day. 
With gun in hand and leashed dogs by my side 
I climbed the hills, which lessened every stride. 
And thought how eve with joy the day should crown, 
How I should knock and entering in sit down 
Before his hearthstone bright with maple brand, 
And see the board spread by his bounteous hand 
With garden-spoil on cloth so dazzling white, 
And then converse far through the silent night. 
I seemed indeed already to rejoice 
In all the sweetness of his touching voice ; 
Already seemed to feel his grasping hand 
Speak, whilst his heart no language could command ; 
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For should all friendship's other speech depart, 
The hand bears testimony for the heart. 

And when at last I gained the crowning height 

Which brought his roof in unobstructed sight, 

Against a boulder grey my gun I laid, 

And, fanned by welcome breezes, gladly stayed 

My burning brow to cool \ and strained my eyes 

To catch — but vainly, to my deep surprise — 

A glimpse of black robes *neath the orchard trees ; 

For 'twas his holy evening hour of ease, 

When by the rays the sun at parting shed 

His breviary in solitude he read ; 

And soon I noted, wondering more and more, 

That where his chimney smoke upwreathed of yore 

At eve, as I had often seen, was none ; 

Then marked the window darkened to the sun ; 

And o'er my heart there swept a shade of fear 

As wind sweeps shiv'ring over water drear. 

To shape my sudden dread I made no stay. 

But took in hotter haste my onward way. 



Prologue, 3 

My eye sought one to question. Blank and bare 
The fields, and neither sheep nor shepherd there ! 
The mule on dusty grass that fringed the way 
Browsed idly, and aslant the ploughshare lay 
Where, in mid-furrow, 'twas neglected thrown ; 
The chirping grasshopper I heard alone : 
No sounds of life, no softly blending cries 
Which o*er the vale at eve were wont to rise. 
I reached his door and stirred its dread repose; 
No bark of warning from his watch-dog rose ; 
I pressed the latch with rough, impatient hand — 
Within a silent, empty court to stand : 
Ah God ! not empty ! On the rustic stair 
Which decked his home whom I was seeking there 
A female form was crouching in the shade, 
Like some poor suppliant at the church door laid. 
Her dress was black : she stirred not from the place, 
And in her apron folds concealed her face. 
She made no murmur and she raised no plaint. 
Her bosom held its sobs in strong restraint, 
But quivering was her dress in every fold 
And that mute sign Death's story plainly told. 
The servant mourned her dear old master dead ; 
"O ! Martha is it true, my dream, my dread?" 
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I cried; and at my voice she strove to rise, 
And backward swept her hand across her eyes : 
" Too true ! O ! Sir, ascend : his face behold ! 
The earth to-morrow will his form enfold. 
Ah ! well, poor soul, 'twill all the calmer lie 
Since you are here to heave a parting sigh! 
Of you he spoke with nearly failing breath ; 

* Martha^ he said, ' if God designs my death, 

* All that I have I leave my only friend 

^ And you, my birds, my dog to him commeftdJ 
All/ To have nothing was his only pride ! 
For half a wardrobe 'twould not use provide. 
The little left, on works of love intent, 
He scattered bit by bit till all was spent 
In linen and in food, with tend'rest care 
Bestowed, God knows on whom, one here, one there. 
When raged the malady he gave them all; 
Yes, even life : attending every call 
And toiling at confession night and day 
He found his death!" — "And also heav'n," I say. 
And I ascended. Drear and dark the room : 
Two tapers only faintly lit the gloom. 
And cast a shade across the evening ray 
Which to the slumb'ring face had found its way; 



Prologue, 5 

So Hope Immortal and the Night of Life 
Are seen contrasted in Death's final strife. 

Calm was his face and fair, in every line 

The peaceful features seemed to bear the sign 

Of bliss already tasted and the sight 

Of heav'n already gained \ its solemn flight 

In deep content the happy spirit took 

As witnessed that divinely tranquil look. 

His cassock black spread o'er a sheet appeared 

His bed of death ; and, as a fiiend endeared 

Upon the bosom of his fiiend may rest, 

A crucifix was clasped upon his breast; 

And on the feet his white dog watching lay, 

Perplexed and restless with his lengthened stay. 

And growled whene'er a sound the silence broke. 

Then, weary, listened if his master woke. 

The box, by pious custom, near the bed 

Its withered sprays in holy water spread, 

With reverential hand the branch I took 

And, cruciform, thrice o'er the body shook; 

And then his hands and feet kissed o'er and o'er; 

His face immortal traits already bore ; 

Already o'er his brow was glory shed, 

Whereon "Elect" my eye with rev'rence read, 



6 Jocdyn. 

I sat and mourned by those dear relics there, 
And with the priest in holy song and prayer, 
With weeping intermixed, I spent the night 
And watched the lingering dawning of the light. 
Within the green possession of the dead 
And near his church's door we made his bed — 
A spot retired and still. Each friendly hand. 
To show the grief that crushed the rustic band, 
Some sacred soil upon the coffin cast. 
And one and all were weeping whilst they pass'd 
To see the grave, as deep the soil was thrown, 
Contracting slowly, whilst a stifled groan 
Arose from all the woeful throng around 
As each fresh fall sent forth its solemn sound. 
My turn arrived I cried " O ! calmly sleep 
My sainted friend ! 'Tis but these eyes that weep 
And not my heart. We vainly strive to close 
The chamber where thy loved remains repose ; 
Full well I know my friend is there no more, 
But mounted where his hopes had gone before, 
And where his shining virtues gained their light ! " 
I spoke ; and through the tranquil airs of night 
In that sad solitude the wailing bell 
Bemoaned him, utt'ring forth its lonely knell ; 



And, mingling with the sound his dismal bark, 
The dog bewailed and sought him through the dark. 

And I with Martha passed a sad sojourn; 
The garden lone and courtyard paced in turn; 
For ever finding of my friend some trace — 
Saw him — addressed him — kept his customed place 
And opened oftentimes some godly book 
Adown a page with streaming eyes to look. 
I questioned Martha : " did he never write ? " 
" Sometimes," she said, " he burned his lonely light 
On Sunday eve, and papers white and new 
Made black with ink, then in the basket threw; 
And 'twas my custom with returning day 
Up in the loft to pile them all away; 
All that the rats have spared must there remain." 
I sprang away : a treasure rich to gain — 
These pages penned with neither rule nor plan 
O'er which his hand in guileless fireedom ran ; 
As some pale dreamer in a lonely place 
Will with his staff mysterious symbols trace, 
Which, long assailed by changeful winds and rain. 
Perplex the eye to twist to sense again. 
This scanty Journal lacked full many a date. 
Whatever might be each missing page's fate — 
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Whether erased — ^by Martha burned next day — 
Or swept by winds in fragments far away. 
From these remains his life is here restored 
But ah ! with grievous gaps perforce deplored ! 
Just as the eye rapt with a beam of night 
And wand'ring where th' horizon baffles sight 
The sinuous glidings may from far behold 
Which, wave by wave, the gleaming sheet unfold 
Of some bright stream that (though by heights 

obscure 
Sometimes concealed, or e'er more bright and pure 
It glistens down the vale and threads the plain) 
Allows the steadfast-gazing eye to gain 
An understanding of its silvery maze, 
To guess behind dark hills its winding ways 
And from the broken links its course to find. 
Thus I from forms confusedly entwined 
The broken record of his life renewed ; 
And should a shadow sometimes seem to brood, 
And should the story fail of meaning clear 
Complete, whilst reading, what is written here. 




FIRST EPOCH. 



May isfj 1786. 

Spent are the moments of a gladsome day, 

As rich, ripe fruit melts in the mouth away 

Yet leaves its taste ambrosial and divine. 

O God, how happy is this world of thine ! 

Twas May's first mom, (my heart well knows the 

date,) 
On which our native village holds its fete, 
On which, beside, my mother bore her son ; 
Her kiss proclaimed my sixteenth year had run. 
O may these yearly raptures long employ 
The old ancestral bells to sound their joy ! 

How tranquil o'er the valley daybreak beamed ! 
Each roof when light first flashed awaking seemed ; 
Each shutter, opened day's first smiles to win. 
Seemed like a friend to ask the morning in ; 
To cloudless skies from every humble fire 
One saw the pillars of blue smoke aspire ; 
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The peals of holy bells with joyous sound 
In volleys light swept all the valley round, 
And at that glad refrain, though sleepy-eyed. 
The village damsels threw their casements wide; 
And oft exchanged the distant nod or smile; 
And on the balconies adorned the while 
* Their tresses, rippling smoothly down behind. 
Like rich and glossy silk-skeins thickly twined. 
Then barefoot down they went, and loosely clad 
Like light-draped statues; soon returning glad 
With pinks and lilacs wet with dews of mom, 
From the small garden or the hedgerow shorn ; 
Whilst floweret-drops adown their bosoms wrung. 
Rolled shining like a shower of pearls unstrung. 
The fragrant paths that led from woods around, 
Rang with glad shouts and lightsome footsteps' 

bound ; 
And white straw hats, fast-moving, filled the view, 
And tightlaced bodices of purple hue ; 
And hour by hour each road its separate group 
Poured forth, beneath the village elms to troop. 
Home-scenes shone out : friends met with fond 

embrace : 
White hairs were drooped o'er many a girlish face : 
Keepsakes came in from far : old friends were found ; 
The rustic sports drew guests from miles around; 
Maidens about the Chapel kneeling prayed : 
The belFs soft summons pious groups obeyed, 
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Inclining o'er their beads, upon their road 
To oflfer God the day His grace bestowed. 

Wild was the dance ! The green at eve was gay ! 
The more the sun denied his jealous ray 
The more the dance revived, as if anew 
To snatch the joy begrudged by hours that flew. 
Each fruit tree had its rural choir, and each 
Its orchestra, upraised on boughs of beech ; 
The hautboy clear rang out, the screaming fife 
And bag-pipes mingled in the windy strife; 
Some wild and gay and some more soft again. 
Blent, or by turns, they raised their various strain ; 
And linking, doubling, swelling, did their parts 
To spread delirium o*er our bounding hearts. 
Eye clung to eye : each hand another's took, 
And, answering to the music's cadence, shook; 
Love's whirlwind failed not, two by two, to bring 
Love's straying votaries to its noisy ring; 
Eyes, feet, and hearts one common instinct drew, 
And all inspired with one delirium flew; 
They linked, to break and then once more take hold : 
As, when the Summer's eve shoots rays of gold, 
The whirling motes are seen uprising o'er 
The burning sand that glitters on the shore, 
Twisting around, across, below, above 
As drawn by some resistless, hidden love : 
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A fiery column forming in their flight, 
And dancing in the beam of broad sunlight. 

When fiddle, hautboy, fife, as night passed on, 
Languished as though their strength and sound were 

gone; 
When moistened, silky tresses loosely hung 
And round fair dancers' cheeks so dimpled clung; 
When languid groups, with lingering steps and slow. 
Paced o'er the grass and spoke in voices low, 
Then on the ear what sounds seductive fell ! 
Regrets, half-words, and many a fond farewell 
And kiss ; such murmurs nightfall did not stay. 
The last sweet death-sighs of a happy day. 
My inmost soul was moved, my ravished ears 
Drank in the rapture of life's firstfruit-years ; 
The girls, as languid-eyed away they stole, 
I followed with my footsteps, eyes and soul. 
Doted on soft sounds of their silken dress. 
And felt, as each one left, a joy the less. 
At last the dance was done, the sounds at rest; 
The moon sped on above the mountain crest ; 
Only some lover still remained to climb 
The homeward hills, with little note of time ; 
Or, lingering hand in hand, a youth and maid 
Still where their paths perforce must part delayed. 
Till twice the clock rang out night's gloomy hours ; 
Then hasted home through darksome chesnut bowers. 
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Now in my chamber lone in silent night, 

While sleeps the house at rest from noise and light, 

I strive to sleep, but cannot lull my eyes : 

Or, pray, but listlessly the prayers arise. 

My ear yet echoes with the dance's strain, 

And o*er my senses steals the day again ; 

The fete I see, my lids I vainly close. 

Still round my head the dreamy waltz-step goes. 

A thousand fair forms dance before my sight. 

The graceful phantoms of the past delight ; 

I see a bright glance through the darkness steal. 

Soft hands that press my trembling hand I feel; 

Fair tresses in the dancing swept aside, 

Seem o'er my skin like gentle gales to glide; 

The faded roses from young bosoms fall; 

My name I hear the lips I cherish call. 

Blanche ! Anna ! Lucy ! speak, each sound I greet ! 

O ! what is Love? since Love's Dream is so sweet ! 

But Love from bursting on my life is far; 
It has but dawned, and 'tis a fiery star ! 
If Heav'n permits me e'er, for life, to gain 
One of these living dreams that haunt my brain, 
If e'er I should present here as my wife 
Some high-souled girl, first sunshine of my life, 
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I feel that o'er my tender, love-charged soul 

In one day's space a thousand years would roll. 

No ! chase these too-weak fancies from my heart ! 

In books I'll plunge, and bid my dreams depart. 

Well, on my table open here they lie, 

But vainly verse or prose confronts my eye ; 

Cold from the lyre the numbers lifeless fall, 

They meet the glance but can no thought recall. 

One word alone, in characters that bum. 

Love, naught but Love, my God ! will still return ! 



Fair shone my sister 'midst her fair compeers; 
Why then, as home she came at eve, those tears? 

May 6th, 1798. 

Ah ! now her sorrow's secret I descry 1 

And would my sacrifice her peace could buy ! 

Lone in the garden, and in thought profound, 
I traced my steps at random o'er the ground, 
And paced the walk that lies toward the West, 
Beside the house : the greensward noiseless pressed j 
In that soft turf my footstep was not heard 
More than the raindrop or th' alighting bird* 
That book I read wherein sad woes befall] 
Which moves the reader's tears by those of Paui; 
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Tells how Virginia in the skiff must part ; 

How every oar-stroke severs heart from heart. 

O'er all my melting breast was pity shed 

And ever half the page remained unread. 

But soon my ear some low-voiced murmurs caught, 

Which on that spot enchained my feet and thought. 

These sounds, in that still close unused to rise, 

Were interrupted oft by timid sighs, 

And seemed ere long to soften and subside, 

Then, sinking to a mournful silence, died. 

Disturbed, with careful step and light footfall, 

I crept toward the angle of the wall. 

And swept aside the vine-twigs, drawing near 

The lattice low; and bent a heedful ear, 

And plunged my glance adown the boudoir's night, 

And saw and he^rd. A ray of evening light. 

Stopped by the lattice and the foliage-gloom, 

But half illumed the figures and the room. 

In the deep shade my mother I beheld. 

Whose hand an all-engrossing paper held; 

Her tresses o'er her face fell like a pall. 

But on the page I heard the tear-drops fall 

My sister sat beside, whose arm was cast 

About her mother's neck embracing fast; 

And leaning there she nestled in her dress 

To hide the blush of maiden bashfulness ; 

But vainly strove to screen her sweet despair. 

The plenteous tears bemoistening the hair, 
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Which falling o'er the face, in masses clung, 
The heaving of the breast by sorrow wrung, 
The voices sweet stopped by convulsive starts. 
All showed the sadness of two broken hearts. 
They spoke again : " His heart its love hath told \ 
And lov'st thou him ? " " O ! more than life tenfold ! " 
'^ Ah me ! I understand that s^tad assent ! 
And on that union all my mind was bent ; 
But God, as seems Him good, His bounty hides, 
His hand at once unites you and divides. 
Should I to thee my substance all assign. 
Thy lover's fortune still were more than thine, 
And for thy tears the father has no care, 
Nor yet thy charms; nor heeds his son's despair; 
Counts naught how loving and how pure the bride 
Who brings his house no store of gold beside ; 
Ah ! could some power my tears transform to gold. 
How mothers' eyes can weep they should behold! 
And would at such a price Heav'n might decree 
A meet alliance for my son and thee ! 
But naught save these poor lands my lot provides, 
Which 'twixt you my impartial love divides; 
To suffer and forget 'tis ours to try." 
" Forget ! No never mother ! But to die ! " 
Then naught but mingled sighs and kisses broke 
The silence; yet the angel-voices spoke 
Within my heart; and backward soon I stept 
With cautious footstep, all unheard, and wept 
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May ijtA, 1786. 

All day the thought was weighed; the die is cast, 
And now my pang of sacrifice is past 
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To-day I told my mother — "Now I know 
God would my service have whilst here below. 
By thee my tender infancy was nursed 
In deep and living faith and heavenly thirst 
For treasures of a better kingdom ; — see 
The fruit to-day ! Though bitter 'tis to thee 
And my young heart, 'twill well the soul endow ! 
The sacred precincts draw me, claim me now; 
In youth would I devote my life to HeaVn, 
Like some pure vase for altar-service giv'n. 
Naught tempts me, mid these fretting earthly forms ; 
I would not pitch my tent amid these storms; 
I would not soil my feet along these ways 
Where the great human flock bespattered strays; 
Rather from earthly roads I turn aside. 
And take my lonely path from morning-tide; 
Me, rather, let the holy walls enclose. 
And give me from the first in God repose. 
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Besides, I feel unfitted for the strife 
Where roars the throng with such distraction rife; 
I should join battle with defective arms — 
A tender soul, a heart one breath disarms; 
Too proud or sensitive I soon should die. 
Alike undone by fall or victory. 
If near that game where life's staked I should stay, 
My ardent soul too high or low would play. 
Then life is dull and rugged is the road; 
'Tis best but life to bear — ^without the load 
Of cares, ambitions, weights, and many a chain. 
Our Heav'n-fixed ending thus we sooner gain. 
Whatever the sacrifice by which we rise — 
Love, children, tribulation, shattered ties; 
Within our earthy bed we sooner lie; 
Less sighs and tears attend us when we die. 
O mother hear ! Put not my prayer aside ! 
One day on thy consent thou'lt think with pride, 
Though now thou feeFst affliction's bitter rod; — 
What does he lose who casts himself on God ? 
What canst thou for thy son thus suppliant higher 
Than earthly peace and heav'nly home desire? 
The priesfs name humble ! Crimson not with shame ! 
Mother, on earth there is no nobler name. 
That God who knows how move His own designs. 
To every earth-formed man his task assigns; 
To some, the soil to break, the fields to till ; 
To others, husbands', fathers' posts to fill; 
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To those, to leave some lasting work behind: 
To these, attending fame in life to find; 
But sighing, faithful hearts this message see— 
Take nothing hercy you shall have all in Me. 
'Priest' means a temple-vessel sanctified, 
Where ne'er is poured the earth-spring's troubled tide, 
Which ne'er with wine of mortals reddening glows, 
Or, deeply charged, around carousers goes, 
But where sweet herbs or early incense-gale 
In endless sacrificial fires exhale. 
He in his silence stands amidst mankind 
Like as the organ, in the church enshrined, 
Midst instruments; his voice remote, profound. 
Shuns earth's vain noise outside the temple's bound ; 
Maids stay not, captive at his tones, their feet; 
Nor vulgar echo dares those tones repeat; 
'Tis his to God within the fane to raise 
His grand, deep voice that, gale-like, swells and sways, 
And bears to heav'n, in sacred bursts combined, 
The hynm of Nature and of all Mankind. 

But you, perchance, may plead, he lives alone : 
The glow of woman's brightness all unknown; 
His soul contracts and withers thus apart. 
The lack of ties of kindred steels his heart ; 
Say, rather, large his kin as human life : 
The poor his mother, sister, child, and wife! 
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Christ o'er his heart His love tmboaiided dieds^ 

Where'er are pain and tears his pity spreads; 

No 1 in my happy, meditative thoo^t. 

Fear least of all that Love will come to noogfat ! 

God asks no jealous task, but service free; 

Though vowed to Him I am not torn frmn thee. 

The more His love's deep seas are o'er us hurled. 

The closer are we drawn to all the world 

By lawful bonds and duty's sacred ends, 

And tender ties of relatives and friends. 

When I the altars serve of Love Divine 

No prayer-breathed name shall ever banish thine; 

And in the heav'nly service every sigh 

Shall bear that name, enlinked with mine, on high ! 

Close not thy lips in firm refusal so, 

Nor cast upon me such a look of woe. 

But say * the Will Divine on thee he done,* 

As Sara said of old ; and bless thy son ! " 
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She wept (like Jephthah's daughter on the heights. 
With her companion maids, throughout the nights 
Begged from the rash Judge in his angry mood. 
To mourn her springtide bloom and maidenhood, 
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Ere back to death she hastened, like a lamb 
Returning meekly to its anxious dam); 
A week she wept; then gave a sad consent, 
Which to one heart on earth has brightness lent. 
Since on my sister peace I have bestowed, 
Ne'er glancing back I press along my road ! 

June isty 1786. 

God has rewarded me: on yestermom 

Two souls whom love and innocence adorn 

His goodness deigned to bless and consecrate. 

And blent my sister's with her Ernest's fate. 

Ah! now in peace each other they possess; 

And beams of tranquil joy their union bless ! 

It seemed as though before the altar rose 

Portents of bright days till life's distant close. 

Blest by the pure delights of holy vows. 

And poured their firstfruits on their peaceful brows, 

And lent the wedding lamps a brighter ray. 

And bliss of ages lavished on a day. 

Before the hour when first th' horizon paled. 

What bursts of new-bom life the house assailed ! 

The shutters, which alas ! had all been fast 

Since to another home my father passed. 

The doors, which still their master's mourning wore. 

But on their steps that njoming flower-buds bore, 
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Seemed as with souls endowed the sign to feel, 
And of themselves on opening hinge to reel 
To welcome joy, a guest from long exile, 
Awaited by that hearth a weary while. 
Music at intervals upraised its sound; 
Quick servants' steps from room to room went round ; 
And pairs of friends and kinsmen thronged the door, 
Whose hands good gifts and hearts good wishes bore ; 
The fragile wonders given to the bride. 
Strewed o'er the bed, the baskets' bounds defied; 
Young maids in turns, with many a joyous shout. 
To see, to touch, to point, pressed round about; 
One smoothed the folds that veiled the bride so fair ; 
One fixed the pearls enwoven with her hair. 
And each with graceful, rose-hued face the sight 
Enjoyed of this apparel of delight. 
With each their fingers or their fancy played. 
As those who necklace rich or rings arrayed 
In Eastern caskets touch, or secret charm. 
Whose splendours please, unknown its use or harm. 
And on the green at eve the giddy round 
The dancers in its whirling ring enwound. 
Except the bride and bridegroom : they alone 
Our raptures left, for raptures of their own ; 
Eager for eve to drive away the throng. 
They marked the hour and night that stole along, 
They sought each other, and with arms in yoke 
Wandered from tree to tree and whispering spoke; 
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Such perfect bliss must always shun the crowd 

In silent solitudes its joys to shroud. 

And, though constrained, their souls with rapture 

thrilled ; 
All showed them with a vague enchantment filled ; 
Those sighs, those mutual glances which they cast. 
That wordless language which our words surpassed, 
That idle pacing or those footsteps stayed 
As though by loads of calm delight delayed, 
That longing which withdrew them from the rest. 
That bliss in dwelling on the name loved best. 
All amply realized that dream of love 
We dream our whole life long, and one day prove. 
And I, unseen and musing, stole apart. 
And marked their gladness with my eyes and heart ; 
That day about their path in every spot 
The lovers met me, yet perceived me not; 
The image of their joy within my breast, 
My action in their blessedness I blest ; 
Deep in my heart that welcomed God's decree, 
I cried " this bliss is mine, it sprang from me ! " 
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June ird^ 1786. 



Some of those maids whose converse I adored, 
And whose soft glance perforce my eyelids lowered, 
Oft at the ball or supper yesterday 
Would point nie out, and cry in accents gay — 

''So young, so fine, to think he should prefer, 
To loving us, the priest's black gown to wear ! 
Life fills his breast with fears, poor, tender soul ! " 
And past me, with triumphant glance, they stole; 
And, cruel, cried — "are we not fair? confess!" 
Nor cared soft, circling laughter to repress. 
I bore the scofiing taunt, nor seemed to smart. 
But thou meanwhile, my God, didst read my heart ! 



June 6th f 1786. 

The mom of yesterday, dire, dark, oppressed. 
Seemed in the shadows of my sorrow dressed ; 
It seemed as though fair nature's spirit knew 
The woes of that sad morning of adieu ; 
The sky was drear, the winds heaved ne'er a sigh. 
But drooping let the blades and leaflets lie, 
The slumb'ring streamlet stilled its noisy tongue, 
No hidden songsters in the forest sung. 
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The close-shut mansion every sound forsook; 
Upon the forms we loved we dared not look; 
And when we met, whilst sad we moved about, 
We ventured not a word lest that drew out 
The sobs we hid whilst tender smiles we bore, 
For every utterance our heartstrings tore. 
Friends came and went; on packing occupied 
My mother with my sister knelt aside; 
Each, her hands plunging deeply down the chest, 
Hid with some gift the longings of her breast. 
In vain together round the board we drew; 
For o'er the food our tears rolled down anew. 
So passed the day; and when the fatal night 
Which put our fellowship to final flight 
Before our eyes heav'n's thickest veil had spread, 
"Go mother and repose in peace," I said, 
"And give thy bosom rest from sigh and tear; 
Come, bless thy son, and sleep without a fear. 
May sleep to-night, when last I near thee sleep. 
Descending calm and sweet thy eyelids keep; 
Forestall not now our hour of long adieu. 
Full soon that night will wake thy tears anew! 
But then the Comforter will hear my cry 
And guardian angels thy sad eyes will dry. 
My way thou shalt behold me lightly take : 
God loves the soul that cheerful gifts can make; 
Sleep ! Ere the sun lifts o'er yon shrine his head 
And shines forth, I shall hasten to thy bed ; 
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Then God forgive if bitter tears should trace 
Their furrows ! What can fill a mother's place ? " 

Her kiss upon my face descended slow, 

But how she answer made I may not know; 

My heart was full though tranquil face I bore, 

And I could hold my tears restrained no more; 

Or e'er she spoke I hastened from the room 

To weep in freedom in the nightly gloom. 

The mountain breeze, that woke with closing day. 

Had cleared the heav'ns and swept the mists away ; 

'Twas one of those soft, stilly nights that move 

To thoughts of peace, eternity and love ; 

And the round moon enthroned in azure night 

Bespreading o'er the woods her doubtful light, 

Seemed, whilst she marked each pallid, dim outline, 

A silent ghost of life and day to shine. 

I plunged, in tears, down the dark, tree-fringed way, 

Where still the footprints of my mother lay; 

I traversed all the sylvan park about, 

Where, like the flowers, my days had opened out ; 

The marble fount I heard in music fall, 

I spoke to every plant : touched every wall ; 

I strayed about embracing every tree, 

As though they felt my woes and wept with me; 

I seemed to feel (such dreams can Thought combine), 

A heart beneath the bark that beat with mine. 
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On each stone seat where I had sat before, 
Or where my mother rested oft of yore, 
I sat awhile; to every well-known place 
That imaged that dear form I turned my face; 
Our souls conversed : each seemed to bear its part ; 
Her voice, her own dear voice, rang through my heart ; 
And thus I stole from beech to sycamore, 
And wept as each past scene I pondered o'er. 
The dove-cot, kennel — each familiar spot 
I turned my footsteps to, and nought forgot. 
To each I strode, a sad farewell to say. 
Of each some dear memento bore away. 
With courtjrard pebbles by her footprints pressed 
And roUs of relic leaves I filled my breast, 
And mosses torn from green-robed turret walls. 
And the soft down that from the dove-cot falls. 
When all my dismal treasures I had gained. 
To pass the span of night that still remained. 
Across the lawn beneath the room I stept 
Where still perchance her watch my mother kept; 
And, resting on the sod, my head I leant 
O'er that fresh stream where quivering birches bent, 
That long-loved stream whose sobs, as on it sped. 
Seemed like a friendly footstep's waning tread; 
I bent, that sod in close embrace to take. 
And kissed the soil I must at mom forsake: 
The soil that saw the growth of me and mine. 
Whence I am torn by tender force divine. 
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My overburdened heart release I gave 

In storm of tears that mingled with the wave. 

How many hours I know not onward stole; 
A thousand troubled thoughts swept o'er my soul; 
God's eye alone can such dark records spell, 
Or heart to heart in love's deep language tell. 
There are such nights of storm when Thought's wild 

tide, 
Like some swoln stream outflooding far and wide, 
With such resistless force and passion sweeps 
That scarce the soul its powers of feeling keeps ; 
The seething brain can scarce retain its seat 
And, well-nigh broke, the heart forgets to beat. 
That night beheld me sightless, senseless, there 
Prostrate in such a trance, in deep despair; 
My tears alone aroused me, streaming still 
And falling into that resounding rill. 
Dawn flushed at last the margin of the sky, 
Like some bright torch that hurts the unwarned eye. 
I meant no more my mother's face to seek. 
But still one parting word I longed to speak; 
Toward her window yet once more I sped. 
And trembling knelt and mutely bowed my head, 
Let nerveless fingers with the bars entwine 
And thought I felt a hand encounter mine ; 
"Farewell," I cried, and tried more words in vain, 
My breast scarce held a sob : 'twas charged with pain. 
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Without a backward look I dashed away, 

Like one who feared remorse his steps might stay. 

And forth I sped through fields untracked by feet, 

In fear lest trace of mortal I should meet. 

To that bare height where downward to the plain 

The sombre mountains sloping sink again; 

There, on the grizzly crag a granite cross 

Where eagles build, betapestried with moss, 

Blessing each ridge at once, erectly stands. 

Like one that o'er two heads uplifts his hands; 

And backward first I gazed on gaining that 

And on the hard rock by the sjonbol sat 

O'er a loved scene I saw the sunlight fall. 

Our garden green lay near the village wall. 

Our eaves with doves were white, along the lawn 

The morning shadow of the house was drawn ; 

Whilst pale in air the early smoke arose, 

I saw a hand the lattices unclose; 

Back to that spot my spirit sped ; I sighed ; 

Down on the scanty sod I knelt ; I cried 

" Thou tak'st the son. Lord with the mother stay ! 

The pain of e'en this parting hour allay ! 

Only to leave more peace behind I roam. 

And part from those fond hearts and that dear home ; 

May Love and Peace remain to fill my place. 

And may my sacrifice at least bring grace ! 
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Guard in my stead the loved ones' lone abode, 
Bless night and day their life's unruffled road; 
Be Thou Thyself, O Heavenly Father Thou ! 
My mother's son, my sister's brother now ! 
Crown with Thy gifts and lead them, Lord, I pray, 
Through lengthened life along a peaceful way; 
Till up to Thee to render thanks we go. 
All gathered to Thy breast from here below." 
I spoke, and 'neath the woods that crowned the height 
The home-view sank for ever from my sight 




SECOND EPOCH. 



Jantmry ist, 1793. 

Six years cut off from life's young opening day, 
Have left no trace behind to mark their way. 
Mom, eve, the long night's watch, the morrow waking. 
Pass on with even steps the same course taking. 
The days I feel, their number when I tell 
This dark piled cloister shade hides me so well 
The stones bear count how oft I softly trod 
The path that led me to the house of God. 
My meditations, prayers, and thoughts profound 
Have dulled my senses in their chilling round ; 
These heavy walls, these naves, these aisles' long sweep 
Have on my brow their silent peace graved deep. 
Till now, e'en in my dreams have scarce found place 
Memories that sting, regrets, or fancied face 
Of freedom, love, or nature's laughing mood ; 
All with the Lord's own peace is deep imbued 
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Like as by forms on sacred windows drawn 
Is brightly tinged the clear light of the dawn 
How blest it is, in God one's heart to hold 
Like sweet perfume fast kept in case of gold ; 
To have one's aim so high, one's course arranged. 
Six years to live with the same thought unchanged ! 
Unstamed is kept the record of my days — 
Not mine the praise — God, whom I serve always, 
God's altar's cares, the gracious influence shed 
From his blest courts, my fainting soul have fed. 
His hand outstretched always my stay to be 
Unfallen though unmarked has guided me. 
May my whole life be thus a stainless page 
My heart for ever free from passion's rage. 



February^ i793« 

Oft when the twilight shadows spreading fast 
Stretch through the pillars o'er the cloister vast. 
When after light repast and vespers sung 
On the low bench the monks their forms have flung. 
When friends seek friends and then together roaming 
Pour forth their hearts' thoughts softly 'midst the 

gloaming, 
I, who 'mongst these, no bosom friends have got, 
Since my o'er loaded heart by halves loves not, 
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Escape and seek my surest friend above 
Who gives to him He loves a changeless love; 
Enter His temple by the secret door 
And nightly at His feet my soul outpour. 

Ossian when in days of youth gone by 

1 raved of Scotia's woods and mountains high^ 
When thrilling with each noble word and thought 
In winter drear the pathless woods I sought, 
While whistling through the heath the northern blast 
Moaned in my ear like cry of ghosts that passed, 
My loose locks lashed my brow ; the swollen stream 
Seemed at the chasm's brink with fright to scream, 
Leapt headlong down upon the steaming stones, 
And hurled e'en to my face its spray and groans; 
Before the blast strong trees hke reeds bent low, 
From the hoarse rook's high perch shower'd down 

the snow. 
The freezing mists skimming the fir tops wild 
Clothed me with storms like Morven's hardy child. 
If then through scatter'd fogs the lord of day 
With sudden brightness swept the mists away, 
Darted moist beams which struggling disappeared, 
And round my feet the opening landscape cleared, 
The lonely spot, the fresh, pure mountain breeze. 
The dull, low soughing of the storm-sway'd trees. 
The sky in darkness veiled, the bleaching cold 
Quickening my senses, seemed my soul to hold 
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Tuned to the pitch of some heroic lyre, 

Whose chords, high strung, breathed spirit-kindling 

fire; 
My heart to bursting in my bosom swelled, 
From springs divine the rising tears fast welled : 
I gave my ear, I stretched my arms out wide, 
I tramped along with frenzy's hasty stride: 
I seemed to see Jehovah's awful form. 
Borne on the blast, sweep by me in the storm, 
To hear re-echoing, rolling in the air 
The high commands He bade the tempest bear; 
Then love and joy rushed in at every pore, 
I longed to see, to mix with Nature more. 
To harmonise with her, both tongue and mind. 
And, with fresh raptures, senses fresh to find. 

Moments are these when joy untold prevails 
Drawn from a fount divine which never fails. 
Flashes break forth of happiness and light, 
Eternal life, and man's short life unite. 
The soul recalls them, fleeting thoughts they seem. 
Fast passed away, the fabric of a dream* 
I felt them once, ah I then I had no doubt 
That from eternal springs such streams gushed out. 

Ah! when the church's sombre porch I've passed 
And feel its darkness firesh gloom o'er me cast. 
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When these huge walls, by age and faith made strong. 

Arise between me and the outside throng, 

When through the lonely aisles I softly range, 

This solitude of stone which knows no change — 

Type of the Almighty's high eternal throne 

Where all is mystery deep, and change unknown; 

When as the sun sinks low, its dying beams 

Shoot through the painted glass their last faint gleams. 

And in the sanctuary's depths some flickering light 

Sparkles like eyes that glitter through the night; 

When sweetly die away the bell's deep tones, 

And as I lean my brow against the stones. 

Which tremble as the sound-waves roll along, 

Their throbbing stirs my heart like heavenly song, 

The echoes fill the whole cathedral round, 

The towers, the vault like nave, the walls resound. 

The huge mass seems to shroud a living soul. 

Thrilled by, and answering to the solemn toll; 

When to the high arched roof I lift my eye 

And feel that in this void a friend is nigh. 

Whose unseen glory fills the sacred place, 

Who draws me to Himself with words of grace, 

In silence deep His gracious presence shows. 

And His almighty arms around me throws; 

Then to the ground my knees bend low with awef. 

The mantle's skirt before my eyes I draw. 

Like one around whose soul fierce tempests crash. 

Full in whose face the vivid lightnings flash, 
D 2 
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Speechless I refuge with my Father seek, 

Fast to His bosom pressed I hear Him speak; 

Joys in this holy trance my bosom swell 

More rapturous than human tongue can tell; 

The soul by glory struck can see no more 

Than do the eyes, when on some sea-bound shore. 

To count the foaming waves, their sight they strain. 

Which sparkling rise and swell and break again, 

Dazed with the dazzling whirl the senses reel, 

One sea of moving light is all they feel ; 

Or deafness seems to overwhelm the soul, 

Like when from mountain sides huge earthslips roll. 

Struggling in vain amidst the fearful din 

To mark where echoes end and where begin, 

Though shocks successive shake the earth around 

We only hear one long-continued sound. 

At length the noise is hushed, the soul which sleeps 
Through boundless space with folded pinions sweeps. 
Listlessly swaying, lifeless, calmly still 
No thoughts aroused to stir the slumbering will, 
With feelings such as make our dreaming minds 
Fancy the breezes bear us, gentle winds 
Lend us their unseen wings; we upwards fly, 
Scorn the dull earth, and seek the starry sky. 
There suns unnumbered shed their cheering beams. 
Through every pore the glowing radiance streams. 
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Thus when the hours have unregarded passed, 
And from the church they drive me forth at last, 
As in my ears the dull harsh gratings ring 
Of heavy doors that on the hinges swing. 
Retiring slow my hand wipes off again 
The still warm drops of that celestial rain. 



February i^th, 1793. 

While to the world's vain strife we bid farewell, 
And seek for God to live, with God to dwell, 
The outer world stirr'd by the breath of life. 
Or by fell blasts of envy, death, and strife, 
Roars loud around us and by fury led, . 
God's servants' blood in God's own house would shed. 
The rising nation throws off all control. 
The fiend of ruin animates the whole. 
Thrones, altars, customs, laws, it would remould, 
The highest heads in blood and dust are roll'd. 
Why was I doomed to live, when thick around 
Fierce tempests rage and rest nowhere is found? 
When feeble men deprived of every guide 
Groping in doubt on no sure path decide, 
They can not rest upon a sinking past. 
They dare not in the mould the future cast. 
That bubbling, molten metal pours along. 
Uprooting and devouring weak and strong. 
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Consumes the hand which checks its fiery way, 
Sweeps off the age and man from earth away. 
Happy in this am I that some faint spark 
Of faith within me guides me through the dark, 
Enables me to leave the crowd behind 
Marks out a path my feeble thoughts can find, 
A path which leads me far from all below 
And cheered by light divine no end can know. 

They say the power which by our kings was borne 
Is by the people's hand in pieces torn. 
The people, like a child, in ruin joy. 
To prove their strength would all around destroy. 
Choose for their guide the souPs brute parts alone. 
Think strength by t3rranny can best be shewn ; 
Sometimes our God sets free this giant blind. 
Like to the avalanche or raging wind. 
To clear away all taints with sudden force. 
And give the air a fresher, purer course. 

February 2^rd, 1793. 

O days of grief! of fright that chills the veins ! 
Our guiltless sovereign's blood his kingdom stains ! 
While crimson streams of murdered subjects' gore 
Run in our streets as water ran before ! 
When talents, virtues, all that bears renown. 
To low tide mark of crime are soon dragged down ; 
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When lives are held at mercy of a spy, 
"Death to the worthiest" seems the nation's cry; 
The scaffold loves the just, it claims the good, 
Virtue is guilt ; O nation drunk with blood. 
Our eyes are opened by your frantic hands. 
For tjrrants' guidance your example stands. 

February 28/^, 1793. 

These blood-stained gulfs of revolution's rage 
Daily and nightly all my thoughts engage, 
These fevers of the state which kill or cure 
Shatter the clogged machine or strength restore, 
These strainings of man's nature, this fierce strife 
Unutterable, aroused 'tween death and life. 

If in the scale these mighty things we weigh. 
The interests and passions of the day 
Must be expunged, else, as the trial we make, 
The hand too near will feel the balance shake. 
Like as the judge who takes his place too low 
Through dust but little of the race will know. 
But. young, deep hidden in this holy place, 
Far from the age, with God set face to face. 
This problem to my mind may clearer rise. 
This suit where time with time the issue tries. 
This fatal struggle, where the conquered past. 
As plea for life, " I have lived " cries at last. 
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Who can pretend to sound the depths of fate 
Or say what ends the work begun await? 
From future worlds can draw the Almighty's care, 
Or say as to the waves, be still, stop there, 
Can place before this sea his grain of sand, 
Can drain the deep ab)rss by his command? 
Less mad the thought that man could bid the sun 
" Keep time by me, for me your bright course run. 
To my horizon bound your cheering light 
And when my eyes are closed, set deep in night." 
Mature and time nier understood shall he 
By man below^ is God*s firm fixed decree, 
If any clue is to these mysteries given 
With God alone it is, it comes firom heaven. 
Tis God who for our souls by doubt brought low 
Lifts up the veil, and bids us see and know. 
What plans for natm-e her eternal course? 
What stops her march ? what rest renews her force ? 
Which of the suns in fiery curve may sleep 
Of thousands that past God's eye swiftly sweep 
Like glittering spokes of a celestial wheel ? 
What hindering force in heaven's plains they feel ! 
What wave of air stagnates in sluggish rest ? 
What briny drops stand still in ocean's breast? 
What deep sea, hushing fast its endless roar, 
No more builds up or batters down the shore? 
What mountains quench their subterraneous flame? 
What this day and the next will be the same? 
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The sand, the rock, the dust, the heavens high, 
The whole creation with one voice reply — 
Who but our God in constant change could see 
Forms that now are, germs of what is to be ? 
In all which changes, shatters, forms anew^ 
We feel a hidden leaven working through, 
An all creative, all sustaining force 
Telling how changeless is the Eternal's course. 
We learn how time breeds time, how things arise. 
How one form springs up as another dies. 
How in all nature birth treads close on death. 
Suffering breeds work, decay life's quickening breath. 

Proud of the nothing their own strength has made, 
In vain would men this world-wide law evade, 
Lay down unyielding rules and cry again, 
"Such is thy God, these laws shall ever reign." 
At length we dogmas none can shake have found : — 
Their boasts are answered soon by storms around : 
Time, that no man can soften, none can stay. 
Shews men their madness, sweeps their boast away 
He crumbles in the dust, each day, each hour, 
The brittle fabrics of man's vaunted power, 
Religions, laws, far-seeing statesmen's schemes, 
Filling for their brief day the nations' dreams, 
But which the coming age will fling aside. 
To make room for the plans which form its pride, 
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For men of future times will scorn the load 
Of lumber we have dropped to bar their road. 

Since those far distant days, whose records dark 
Scarce on our minds can make a lasting mark, 
How many changing scenes have faced the day? 
How oft like branches smitten with decay 
The ruthless world has to oblivion cast 
The laws, the creeds, the gods of ages past ? 
It is to ask how many withered leaves 
To give it richness the glad soil receives. 
Or all the streams which boundless ocean swell. 
And all their drops with count exact to tell. 

Yes, by man's mind, a feeble instrument, blind, 
Works the Almighty's everlasting mind; 
On human thought for life he does bestow 
This rising and withdrawing ebb and flow. 
Which running constant in its destined groove 
Would cease to be if once it ceased to move ; 
Still in the path to which man's steps are brought 
One thought always precedes another thought; 
He rushes on, he gains the pathway's close, 
A pictured world upon his fancy glows; 
Scarce has he entered on a course begun 
Ere in another Hne his wishes run. 
Explore it, leave it, soar on high again. 
And fresh horizons with each flight attain, 
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Each stage to its forerunner's dreams succeeds, 
From truth already known new truth proceeds; 
Thus, God revealing, step by step we go 
To those fixed limits none may pass below, 
The limits that God's wisdom plans for each 
Which though we touch close on we ne'er can reach. 

But if God's spirit stirs the human mind, 

And brings these sudden changes on mankind. 

How is it guiltless blood must always mark 

These times of change, guilt's winter solstice dark ? 

Is that a spirit of love, of truth or peace, 

By which iniquity and crime increase? 

Ah ! thus it is, all works of change have sped, 

Virtue conceives, crime fosters to a head. 

The workman is divine, his instruments frail. 

He changes worship, they all faith assail. 

He would on freedom justice firmly found, 

They pull all rights and privileges to the ground. 

Then comes the fatal night ; the sore-tried mind 

Knows not, where crime or virtue it may find. 

Both sides by turns reprisals cruel make. 

Since revolutions are the fields where break 

The heavy storm when right contends with might, 

Whiche'er may conquer, woe to those who fight. 

High-bom inheritors of unjust claims 

Make titles for their wrong from ancient names; 



44 Jocdyn, 

Wish the oppressed their rule to view with awe, 
Call the maintaining wrong, defence of law. 
The masses, heart-stung by the ancient scorn. 
See but revenge in Reason's opening dawn. 
Stirred by her voice, in arms they claim their right, 
With riot and murder dim fair freedom's light. 
So some gulfs close, some open wider still, 
Reason has nothing but the choice of ill. 
Must good give ground and never last for long. 
Unless it conquer ill by force of wrong ? 
In times of change doubt o'er the heart will creep. 
Woe to the sowers; blest are those who reap. 



March 2nd, 1793. 

My mother, sister, Oh my God defend ! 
Must the fierce storm on heads so low descend? 
Could not the home of prayer, of alms bestowed. 
Where charity had fixed her own abode. 
Even in faction's eyes have found some grace? 
That roof where deeds of love so long had place. 
That threshold which none crossed without relief. 
That temple sacred to the mourner's grief. 
That room where my dear mother took her stand, 
To feed, to clothe, to tend with gentle hand — 
My God ! they bum it, their best friends destroy. 
Dance round its smoking walls with cruel joy. 
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My mother to the woods for refuge flies, 

Lighted by flames from her own home that rise. 

So all I love is snatched from off" the earth, 

So if I sought the mansion of my birth. 

My eyes would meet a waste of ashes drear, 

Some wandering beggar crying — "it was here." 

Ah ! as I heard the horrors of that night. 

My blazing home, my mother's anguished flight, 

God only can forgive I wildly cried. 

It breaks my heart to check its angry tide; 

Oh ! if my righteous wrath might have full play 

My life as nothing in the scale would weigh, 

Gladly like noble Roman chieftains bold 

My face I'd veil, the fatal daggers hold. 

To the infernal gods my spirit give, 

Strike down these fiends (and striking cease to live,) 

Until for each red spark the flames had made 

A drop of the destroyer's blood had paid. 



March 6th, 1793. 

Forgive me. Lord, vengeance I leave to Thee, 
Nay, to avert it, bend the suppliant knee; 
Grant for the crime and horrors of this day 
The age, and not the men the forfeit pay. 
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March Sfh, 1793. 

Slipped softly in my hand to-night I found 
A packet, with a slip of parchment round. 
And knew at once whose was that writing dear, 
Although the signature was but a tear. 
It was enough; Mother, my lips have pressed 
A thousand times those words to me addressed. 
And those twelve pieces which your hand placed there 
Your last resource you sought with me to share. 
Oh may I keep that gold where e'er I go, 
Or love's last gift in deeds of love bestow ! 



March <^th^ i793« 

See me an orphan, left alone on earth ! 

My mother flies the land which gave her birth, 

With my dear sister faces waves and wind, 

Seeking from friends unknown their bread to find. 

Forced by their cruel fate, their home to change 

For that half-peopled land so vast, so strange. 

" Come," pleads my mother, " come, may these words 

tell 
The anxious love I breathe in this farewell, 
No peace for me, till you are safe, my son. 
Fly the cruel land, where streams of just blood run ; 
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Where Priest and doomed to death both mean the 

same; 
Where bums no longer God's pure altar's flame." 
Mother your love, your reason leads astray, 
The light still lives though dim and faint the ray. 
Had we but one lamp only to supply, 
The tears to wipe from but one mourner's eye, 
Twould be enough to check the thought of flight, 
To make within our breasts the flame bum bright. 
To nerve us calmly in his house to wait. 
If God should so ordain, the martyr's fate. 
I will remain 



Grotto of the Eagles, at the top of the Alps^ 

April 15M, 1793. 

Let me write now, (lest 'chance my memory fail,) 
Of these eventful months the frightful tale. 
The people by false tales to madness driven ; 
Our home have sacked, ourselves to flight have given ; 
Have drunk the holy wine from cups of gold ; 
Have sung the sacred chants in mockery bold ; 
The altars ere they broke them have profaned, 
As if they dared not break them while unstained. 
The priests, whose only sword in prayer was found, 
By their white hair were dragged along the ground. 
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Some in the church itself gave up their life, 
Others were kept for the accursed knife. 
A few like me who found through youthful bloom 
A little respite from their brethren's doom, 
Escaped the shots which whistled fast behind, 
Suflfering or death from strangers' hands to find. 
A woman touched with pity for my fate, 
Thanks to the darkness, led me past the gate, 
Showed me the mountains marked against the sky, 
And told me "here is bread, arise and fly." 
I fled across the plains for seven nights; 
My steps directing to these lofty heights. 
Sleeping beneath the hedges' shade by day. 
Making, through lonely paths, by night my way, 
I reached the mountains' feet, by swimming crossed 
The torrents, and half dead, to shore was toss'd. 
A huntsman found me in my* sore distress, 
And touched with pity gave for mine his dress. 
I climb, as if by steps, the hill-chain steep. 
By which the northern Alps their roots sink deep; 
The pedestal pressed down by load too great, 
Which sinks beneath the lofty mountain's weight, 
So that amidst the tight-packed rocks are found 
Vales dark in shade and lakes of depth profound. 
The mountain rills I followed to their source. 
The streams which seem'd but foam, 30 swift their 
course, 
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Shuddering I passed beneath the cascade's bend; 
Above the pines in avenues long extend; 
I cleared these too, I reached the plains which lie 
Along the ridge whose verdure meets the eye, 
I saw amidst the rocks the cots of wood ; 
Here with a herd of cows an old man stood, 
His face towards the west, and I could see 
He told his beads, though yet he saw not me, 
My heart revived when thus he met my gaze, 
I ever find a friend in him who prays. 
At once in God's name I implored his aid, 
He starts to find a man has thither strayed, 
Suspects a criminal ; I remove his fears, 
To my sad tale he gives his pitying tears; 
Under his roof with dried leaves makes my bed, 
And shared with me his milk and black rye bread. 
The following mom he said, "Be sure, my friend, 
I will not drive him back whom God may send; 
My steps the pastures and the seasons lead, 
My cows have finished grazing on this mead. 
To-morrow other mountains I must climb; 
But when we leave our home in fair spring time 
They give us bread to last the sununer through, 
This bread you tasted, I give all to you; 
The shepherds, who in me a good fHend find. 
Will soon make up the store I leave behind. 
But yet with me your steps you can not bend, 
They would demand where I had found my friend ; 
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No stonns have roughened your smooth yellow hair, 
The soft white hands your birth and rank declare ; 
More, from this hut you must for safety go, 
The smoke might catch the eyes of men below ; 
The cruel soldiers know these mountain roads, 
They reach sometimes e*en these cloud-wrapp'd 

abodes, 
That from this height with sudden swoop they may 
Pounce on their flying game like birds of prey. 
But come, I know a cave well hid and deep, 
The path to which a secret close I keep, 
Nothing can enter but the sun and air. 
And eagles, whose nests oft I plundered there. 
When in my youth I chased them to this height, 
My foot and eye of danger making light ; 
I still can climb, if God will grant his grace, 
(Sure for your need his mercy showed that place) 
There you may live, though hardly, free from fear, 
Your guardian angel must your spirit cheer, 
Your drink will be the crystal water pure, 
And when is sinking low your scanty store. 
Each month or two my secret friendly hand 
Will bring the food your life and strength demand ; 
The gaping opening in this rock remark. 
There seek your food in foggy weather dark, 
For when I come to bring a fresh supply, 
I will not come too far lest foes espy." 
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We start at once, undauntedly advance 
To spots at which the huntsman scarce dare glance, 
In aught that gives a hold our hands enlock 
In ivy, prickly furze, or fissured rock. 
So deep the gulf that soon the sounds we lost. 
Of falling stones our stumbling feet down tost ; 
Chilled by the glacier's streams the piercing breeze 
Keen as a razor seemed our blood to freeze. 
Before the yawning gulf the torrent made, 
Dreading to cross, my faltering steps I staid; 
The torrent gushed from its dark mountain home 
In one vast sheet of seething, bubbling foam, 
Poufd all its waters down with deafening roar. 
Dashed up in spray, fell back in streams once more. 
Filled the abyss, through which its streams found way, 
With wind, with noise, with floods, with whirling spray. 
Close to the rushing stream there stood alone, 
As yet not swept away, one mighty stone. 
An arch hung in the sky; we must in this 
Find our sole bridge across that deep abyss; 
Crossing himself in pious awe, my guide, 
With cautious feet, the doubtful pathway tried, 
Advanced, I followed. In the valleys deep 
Under our feet the stormy waters sweep 
Swifter than thought, while yielding to the strain 
Of our light weighty the weak bridge $hook agai^i } 
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Our heads swim round, our footing well nigh fails^ 

But our good angel the great danger veils, 

In safety to the wished-for bank we pass, 

And tread upon the foam-besprinkled grass; 

Here nature in a milder form is seen, 

The rocks are decked with shrubs and herbage green. 

By winding paths we clamber up anew, 

A fresh horizon opens to our view, 

We redescend the slopes before us spread — 

The chain of hills from that high spot that led 

To this secluded vale to man unknown. 

Its beauties to God only fully shewn. 

My old guide halts and points out in the shade 

The refuge Heaven for exiles here had made, 

Finds by the gurgling where the spring head stood, 

Shows how to form my cup of beechen wood. 

My humble bed from sun-dried moss to make. 

To know the paths I might with safety take, 

To rob the crevice in the mountain side 

In which the eagle seeks its eggs to hide, 

To light with bark a gently smouldering fire^ 

To lay with skill the bird-entrapping wire. 

To ply the anglef s rod and line aright 

To lure the fish unwarily to bite. 

To find the place in which the fawn lies hid. 

To cany off the tender suckling kid ; 

So that the goat, drawn by her offspring's cry. 

Might for my use her milky store supply; 
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Then to God's care, whose strength the weak defends, 
Who feeds the helpless, he my soul commends; 
" My son," he said, " your comfort seek in prayer." 
One kind embrace, he turned, and left me there. 



Grotto of Eagles^ April 17/^, 1793. 

At Night. 

Majestic night, in whose still depths we trace 
Some few faint outlines of the Almighty's face, 
The while the glittering stars in lines of flame 
Write on the darkened sky their Maker's name, 
And in swift flight through boundless space declare 
His power that rules o'er all and watchful care ! 
And thou pure limpid moon whose surface bright 
Might mirror-like reflect this lonely height; 
To me it seems, thou, with the night-wrapped earth 
Hold'st high commune of Him who gave thee birth ; 
Ye mountain breezes too, night's deep drawn sighs. 
With balmy breath perfuming earth and skies ! 
Ye roaring streams, ye clouds of misty grey 
Leaving no trace to mark the star-strewn way. 
Like as upon the pure and pious mind 
The storms of passion leave no stain behind ! 
Ye mysteries of the night, I feel your power 
Throw off" the veil in this still midnight hour. 
These lofly heights have brought you near to me, 
I see you face to face, I bend the knee; 
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With awe I view the spectacle divine, 

By God ordained before His saints to shine. 

How the eye revels in these depths so pure ! 
How dazzling, yet how soft this bright azure ! — 
The colour of the sea, when falling light 
Plays on the ripples in confusion bright 
Yon star my eye near the horizon sees, 
Half hid beneath the shade of those dark trees, 
Seems from the sky upon the shades to throw 
A gently falling, pure and radiant snow. 
But higher swells the wind, at first so weak. 
Whose rising breathings gently fanned my cheek. 
It swells, it screams, it deepens — anon 'tis dead, 
It is the storm that crashes o'er my head. 
It is the wind's sails flapping through the night 
As moaning o'er the seas it wings its flight 
No! 'tis the moan to which the night gives rise; 
Ah now the air seems charged with pitying sighs ; 
Are they the sighs. some spirit breathes aroimd, 
Half to our souls revealed in this soft sound. 
Lending the woods their gentle plaintive tone 
Making us feel we do not weep alone? 
Harp of the mighty woods that sound'st so deep 
As 'cross thy strings the stirring night winds sweep, 
Thy chords breathe grief alone or unmixed joys. 
Nature through thee with countless echoes toys, 
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In thy aerial notes so soft of tone 
Each man may find a sigh that meets his own. 
Ye holy trees who know what fate may bring 
Sadness or joy must through your murmurings ring, 
God only knows when you uplift your voice 
Whether you bid us sorrow or rejoice. 



Grotto of Eagles, April iStA, 1793. 

I slept beneath the blue sky's vaulted dome, 
The lark my slumbers broke, my lonely home 
Cheered by the spring in flowers has broken out, 
Enraptured the whole day I roamed about. 
How green it is ! for whom in this wild place 
Does God with charms so great this valley grace, 
Secluded by a triple rampart quite 
From human step, and even human sight? 
There see us guarded by the torrent's course 
Spanned by the rock 'tis risking death to cross. 
Here icy peaks seeming no end to know 
Half shut us in with lofty tops of snow ; 
Below, just where the mountain slope would seem 
To meet the fall of the long winding stream. 
The rock turns suddenly and holds it there, 
Forming a basin hung in middle air. 
Its walls, worn smooth by water's ceaseless power. 
Afford no holding place for herb or flower; 
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The cries of men, whom far below I see, 

Lost in the distance, never reach to me. 

Here under cover of these floods and rocks. 

Fearing no snares, no unexpected shocks, 

I see before me in my lofty nest 

The forms that float within a poefs breast; 

Strong sturdy oaks whose boughs the winds may bend. 

But lightning only from the stem can rend ; 

Vines creeping gradually the whole stem round. 

Their quivering shoots with nests and flowers crowned ; 

The golden light of day, beneath the shade, 

Flashing through inlets by the breezes made; 

Green swards where butterflies disport and play, 

And winds by furrows green mark out their way; 

Herbage that waves by gentle breezes bent, 

Sweetening the air around with flowery scent; 

Still water slumbering in the darkened pool. 

Or sparkling in the granite basin cool; 

Rills streaming down the slopes in rapid course. 

Streaking with white the grassy plains they cross ; 

Lakes pure and fresh that strike the gazing eye 

Like portions of the cloudless azure sky. 

By day transparent as the purest glass. 

By night reflecting stars and clouds that pass. 

Bespangled with the water lilies sweet. 

Bending their beauteous bloom the stream to meet 

Where oft the swan its snow-white plumage laves, 

Leaving its silveiy down to mark the waves ; 
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Deep rifts, half hidden in the vale's deep folds ; 
High points whence landscapes wide the eye beholds ; 
Gulfs where the avalanche displays its power ; 
Hillocks whose sides are decked with many a flower ; 
Shades from the hills dark falling on the plain ; 
Light from the shining peaks thrown back again ; 
Buoyant and balmy air, with every breath 
Giving new life, new strength to cope with death ; 
Echoes that rise so high, so low that fall; 
Silence whose dreams can every thought enthrall; 
The crowning point, the life 'midst nature's sleep ; 
The troops of chamois o'er the gulf that leap ; 
The browsing deer; the squirrels' nimble spring; 
The countless birds among the trees that sing; 
The buzzing, humming, gilded insects too. 
Like flying rainbows bright with gorgeous hue ; 
Flowers whose perfume scents the air around; 
Such is the paradise I here have found. 
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One glorious place I prize o'er all the rest. 

It is the rocky vault, the eagle's nest; 

Beside the waters eastward of the lake 

The tottering mountain seems at once to break; 

In ages past the rent and falling rocks 

Closed up the openings with their scattering blocks. 
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And as the splitting masses downwards dropped 
Where chance directed there confused they stopped ; 
Long years have joined the grotesque structiu:e fast, 
And clothed its sides with verdure green at last. 
On slopes thus formed we now securely tread, 
Tramping through fallen leaves and mosses dead; 
Yet as we stop we hear the hollow ground 
With echoes deep beneath our feet resound. 
Oaks striking root in hollows of the stone, 
With gnarled and twisted stems have sturdy grown, 
Their tottering trunks enormous roots support. 
By which the granite blocks are closer brought; 
Twisting like serpents they maintain their hold. 
And round the stones entwine with creeping fold. 
The oldest oak that o*er the ravine bends 
A root like to a bridge across extends. 
And then to hide it from the eye of all 
Shoots branches out above that downwards fall; 
Branches and leaves together in one mass 
Conceal the only road by which to pass. 
Stooping the head along this path we glide. 
Pushing with careful hand the leaves aside; 
Soon as we pass this archway dark and green 
A gloomy narrow corridor is seen; 
Under the dripping vaults we walk or creep 
By murmuring paths, while hard by murmur deep 
The pent up waters as, to reach the lake, 
Wearing the stone away, their course they take; 
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Faint glimmering through the gloom, the distant light 
Enables us to guide our steps aright; 
The vault grows wider, clearer is the road, 
Our breasts seem lightened of a heavy load; 
The ground slopes up and o'er three massive blocks 
We reach at length the bosom of the rocks. 

Twenty curved segments on their points that rest 
Form a huge arch with sharply pointed crest ; 
The comers of a thousand angles made. 
The close-pressed sides one on the other laid 
Have shrunk back from the weight like pliant clay ; 
The water forcing drop by drop its way 
Has smoothed the edges of each gaping joii\t, 
And with moist stalactites so clothed each point 
That, as they taper off in spiral folds, 
A fancied chandelier the eye beholds. 
Wearing the stone away, the waters cool 
Join as they drop, and trickling form a pool. 
And falling ceaselessly from time to time 
Seem to unite in an harmonious chime. 
Sometimes the hovering swallows o'er it skim. 
Or drink, perched lightly on the bordering brim. 
Then shivering to the rocks above take wing. 
Seeking the nests which to the cornice cling. 

The living naked rocks on every side 

With their dark walls this secret grotto hide. 
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But by the lake a hidden narrow reft 
Between two rocks an open path has left, 
Through which the sun and air have entrance found, 
Cheering and spreading grateflil warmth around. 
This entrance from above no creature spies, 
The rocks so upright from the water rise; 
Close to their furrowed sides the waters creep. 
And o*er the cave the ivy, rooted deep, 
Climbing in festoons of luxuriant green. 
Forms with its leaves an overhanging screen; 
With interlacing stems and shoots it grows 
And o'er the cave a natural grating throws. 
I can with cautious hand this screen upraise, 
Let in or part shut out the cheering rays; 
Soflen if wished the noonday heat and glare. 
Or open out a smiling landscape fair; 
From this lone cave, deep sunken though it be. 
The view extends as far as eye can see; 
Near to the opening is a seat half hid. 
Where, couched or sitting as my wishes bid, 
I read by the dim light the Book Divine, 
Feeling God's grace with nearer brightness shine. 
Or as with rapture on the scene I gaze 
My heart sends up a grateful hymn of praise. 

The neighbouring water here makes soft the air. 
However bleak and fierce the winds elsewhere, 
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No wind can chill me here, scarce any sound 

By day or night breaks the still calm around ; 

My ear just notes the swallow's cheerful twit, 

The brush of gauzy moths that by me flit, 

The ivy gently waving to and fro, 

The lake beneath the cave with restless flow; 

Thudding against the rocks the waters blue 

Rising to fall, falling to rise anew. 

Leaving, where'er their upward course they take. 

Their spray and foam in many a snow-white flake. 

May 2othy 1793. 

Here to replace the home I one time shared 
I find a home by Providence prepared; 
Already on the rocks to form my bed 
Dry leaves with soft green moss my hand has spread; 
My staff, my watch to mark the passing hour, 
I hang up here in this true hermit's bower. 
Gather my store of fuel, wood dead and dry, 
Watch the bright sparks around the grotto fly, 
And thus in joy and peace has passed away 
A day, the type of many a coming day. 
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Now life's vast fire that floats in summer skies 
Compels the lids to shroud my blinded eyes, 
And, all too potent for those glowing veils. 
With hot, bright flashes, still my sight assails; 
His beams, flung down on this eternal snow, 
Upspring like golden sheaves with sparkling glow, 
And make the heaVns that wrap around this height 
Like seas beneath a foaming cliff lashed white. 
Sometimes the skies a shoreless lake appear 
Where nothing floats save ether thin and clear, 
Then, like a speck, some eagle dark of hue 
I see afar, fixed in the tranquil blue; 
Who soon, high-cradled on his crooked claws. 
In downward flight concentric circles draws. 
And plunges, brandishing his sunlit wings. 
And silvery brightness from bronzed plumage flings ; 
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And, when he sees me near his eyrie lie, 

Sends forth an ^grily vibrating cry. 

When tree or rock spreads out amid the glade, 

In sunshine broad, an isle of cooling shade. 

On the green couch my limbs I lightly spread, 

With heaven's wide canopy alone overhead; 

The tall, slim grass, that bends with weight of flow'rs. 

My form within its waving tufts embow'rs; 

The fragrance of sweet, sun-dried grass surrounds. 

And naught is heard more than the warm wind's sounds. 

Or my light breath that heaVn's pure ether meets, 

Or the calm pulse that in my temples beats. 

And I experience such keen delight, 

Such deep oblivion to Time's quick flight, 

That far from sound and sight my soul will soar. 

Nor feel the cast-off body's biurden more 

Than cygnets that essay their pinions strong 

Feel the light wing that carries them along. 

To silent dreams I love my soul to give. 

To lose the feeling that I think or live. 

To deem the soul, mourned by the flesh bereft. 

Its mortal wrappings has for ever left. 

And floats for evermore in heav'niy light. 

As bees disport in sunshine warm and bright 

When man becomes divine, through such a mood. 

Time's tide unnoticed ebbs and is renewed. 

And Thought seems dominant o'er Time and Death. 

But when some summer insect or a breath 
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Back to the body may my mind recall, 
Again on self with half-sad joy I fall ; 
In HeaVn indeed, whence, weaiy, I descend, 
God hears : — ^but why will He no answer send? 
Around me in this lower world I seek 
Something with me to feel, with me to speak; 
My heart is full and cannot but o'erflow, 
And if life's changeful lot would now bestow 
A heart like mine still tenantless and mute, 
Where Life just dawns and Love's scarce taken root, 
My breast its flame could then no longer hold, 
'Twould that feir prize devouringly enfold ; 
To it my soul's superfluence should incline, 
Its fires would serve as nourishment for mine; 
That blent existence, thus completing me. 
Would make me. Lord, a type remote of Thee ! 
Methinks, should'st Thou that second self bestow. 
My soul, set free, with double love would glow, 
Fired by that mirror of my ardent heart ; 
And mind would mind and love would love impart ; 
And as Thou seest Thyself in Thy works shown. 
In that heart I should see and love my own ! 

A garnished shroud now seems this vault of blue ! 
My heart is lone ; in vain the winds I woo ; 
In this drear life no eye meets mine again^ 
I shout a name across this void in vain, 
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The desert's echoes only answer make. 

From cave to bridge I pass, from hill to lake; 

I sit, I rise, my footsteps I retrace; 

My breast a burden bears naught may displace ; 

'Twould seem my being still one half requires, 

For holy love or friendship's sacred fires; 

I grope along through life; I seem on earth 

A voice which to no echo bright gives birth. 

An eye which in no eye is imaged back, 

A form which throws no shadow on its track. 

And spite this sky and sweet spot free from strife. 

This lone existence is but death in life ! 

The joy is quenched that lit the path I trod. 

O who can fill thee. Solitude, but God? 
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Led by that instinct which draws man to man. 
This mom my kingdom's bound'ries I outran ; 
The torrents' fall with keen eye I have spanned, 
Touched the transparent rainbow with my hand. 
With daring foot, at such rash deeds adept, 
O'er trembling rocks beneath the foam-vault stept. 
At each slight noise close crouching in the grass — 
With naked feet, that none might hear me pass — 
Along the ravine following each bend — 
The mountain's steeps I ventured to descend. 
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Down to a gorge-edge, whence rose loud and long 

The low of oxen and the shepherd's song. 

And on that grassy border down I laid, 

Hid by the chesnut trees that fringed the glade; 

And all unseen I gained a charming sight, 

A scene my heart had pictured with delight; 

Of peace, love, innocence 'twas such a view 

As dreams upraise and waking thoughts renew. 

The innate image of a Vanished Age 

Whose traces linger still on Nature's page. 

She-goats and heifers sleek and fleecy flocks — 
Some clinging mid the flowers high up the rocks, 
Some plunged in meadow-grass above the knees 
And pasturing beneath the holly trees — 
And bulls along the glade at savage play. 
With heads and jealous horns slant for the fray. 
When, on their haunches thrown, like logs they clashed, 
And with dull sound their skulls together dashed. 

Beneath an elm, that from a thicket sprung, 
A mountain swain sat with a maiden young. 
On the same root, with no observers by. 
With naught around them save the woods and sky. 
They kept their flock, the music of whose bell 
Like distant chimes from the rocks tinkling fell; 
They left their dog to watch; at times a lay 
They sang, to guide some kid that roamed astray. 
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The shepherd on his knees his elbows leant, 
And a calm brow, with dark locks laden, bent 
O'er a few brands whose smoke upcurled around. 
Whilst in the ashes, gazing on the ground, 
To write at random with his staff he seemed j 
And doubtless of some tender scene he dreamed. 
Whene'er a moment showed his features' play. 
And clear, soft eyes he opened to the day. 
Upon his rippling lip's most graceful fold 
In passing smiles one might his thoughts behold; 
And as Love's rays o'er all his face bespread. 
From his full breast a sigh constrained was shed. 
But such emotions bring no deep distress. 
They ease our hearts when Joy's rich loads oppress. 

The young girl bore that bloom of beauty's days 
Which is not ripened yet by Summer's rays : 
Bloom of the cheek whereon each impress faint 
That every glance imprints the blushes paint; 
And from her moist, blue eye one plainly learned 
The peaceful pleasure of a love returned. 
No bashful mood, no gloom, no thought to shroud 
Her long-lashed eyelids she to droop allowed, 
But let her glance rest trustful, calm and staid, 
As in a friendly hand one's hand is laid. 
The meshes of a net her locks confined. 
Two curls alone down her trim figure twined, 
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And, mingling with the meadow-flowerets white, 
Rolled on the grass in rings of golden light 
A crimson corset close compressed her form 
And ample-folded skirts, dark-hued and warm, 
Descending to mid-limb her fair feet showed, 
Which, bare and white, on sunlit moss-bank glowed ; 
Like marble statue-feet by travellers seen, 
That gHsten white 'mid ruins dank and green. 
Her fingers twined the willow, but her eye 
To distant prospects wandering oft would fly. 
The hours one like another thus were spent; 
Around the maple trees the shadow went, 
The oxen, satisfied, crouched on the ground, 
The lambs their sleepy mothers gathered round. 
Or e'er the lovers, lost in love's employ. 
Stirred, or gave heed to aught save tranquil joy. 
By their calm converse I could soon divine 
That neither heart was void and blank like mine ; 
From out their lips but scanty accents broke 
And at long intervals the silence woke; 
As water which some still pool's banks inclose, 
Escaping drop by drop, low murmuring flows. 
What time the sun, contracting each cool shade. 
Had reached mid-heaVn, upon the soft, green glade, 
The youth spread out his limbs, sweet sleep to woo ; 
In his love's lap his drowsy head he threw 
On bended elbow, and, so, calmly slept 
As on a pillow, whilst her watch she kept; 
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For ne'er she slept whilst there at rest he lay, 
But wiped the moisture from his face away, 
And, with her ivory hand, with plajrful care 
Curled and uncurled his dark, rich-clustered hair. 

The dinner hour drew on ; their frugal fare 
Of milk and bread I saw them calmly share ; 
They joined their knees a table to compose; 
The berries from one maple dish they chose, 
Shared grapes and honey-comb, whilst aught remained. 
And from one cup the heaVn-sent water drained. 

But eve, which in its train oft brings the gale, 
A cloudy drift drew o'er the darkened vale; 
The leaves, that felt at noon no breath or breeze. 
Began to quiver on the soughing trees; 
And such thin rain as on the mountain's flank 
Is left by mists upon the herbage sank. 
About the dark beech-trunk the lovers drew 
For shelter, where their flocks came crowding too; 
But soon the wind-blasts shook its hollow top. 
And on their necks the rain fell drop by drop ; 
They sought a cave with rocky, hanging brows, 
Whither flew flocks of birds from dripping boughs; 
And there, concealed from me by leafy shade. 
Whilst the storm spent its force in peace they stayed. 
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Thus of their artless love I marked each sign, 
And jealously their lot compared with mine ; 
Whilst oft the gale a gamesome laugh conveyed, 
Blending the voices of the youth and maid. 

I left that peaceful picture; on my eyes 
Twas graven like a vision from the skies; 
But O 1 I left with longings fired the more ! 
In sadder mood and loner than before; 
Resolving never more to quaff the tide 
Whose draught still left my thirst unsatisfied ! 



Ea^ GrottOy August 24/*, 1793. 

He sleeps : I take my pen. O what a time ! 
With grief how black ! with rapture how sublime ! 
Alas ! what lightning-blast has bought this child 
For me, companion in my fortunes wild? 

Day sank to rest ; my task had been to roam 
For hours from spot to spot around my home, 
And on a rock I sat that bends inclined 
Above a mighty fall by which 'tis mined; 
My limbs hung o'er the yawning, ghastly place, 
My eye pursued the whirlpool's awfiil chase. 
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Which rendered me with maze and din distraught, 

And well nigh put to flight the power of thought. 

The spot a view of that deep fissure gave, 

Where rolls along the snow-commingled wave, f 

And Nature's bridge that, joining those steep sides, 

A fijghtfiil access to my lake provides. 

And, idly cradled there, my soul was given 

To shifting dreams, by Fancy's currents driven; 

Self in the midst of God's grand works forgot, 

Far were my musings from the time and spot; 

When a loud shot, prolonged by Echo's clang. 

Above the torrent's roaring clearly rang. 

I started into life : upsprang, to see 

Two refiigees before two soldiers flee; 

But scant the distance was by which they led. 

And slender seemed the hope for those who fled; 

The soldiers charged their pieces as they ran; 

The fugitives drew near the chasm's span — 

If that were barred death's bitter cup they drank! 

They stood in fireezing horror on the bank; 

With death behind and that dark gulf before. 

I watched their wild embrace: I thought no more 

One shout would tell the secret of my cave, 

A shrill, involuntary cry I gave. 

They heard : I ran along, and beckoning showed 

Where crossed the foaming gulf that fearfiil road ; 

At once the elder outlaw onward sped. 

And by the hand his youthfiil comrade led ; 
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I hastened, on my side, their steps to aid; 
A moment on the bridge's top they stayed ; 
The elder passed me (when the brink I gained) 
The trembling child, whose footsteps I sustained; 
" Save, save," he cried, " unknown but noble friend, 
This child whom I avenge, if not defend ! 
His butchers I shall drag down in my train 
To death, fly ! may my fall a moment gain !" 
The eager soldiers, making ne'er a pause 
To mark the chasm's depth and yawning jaws. 
O'er high-hung rocks that like smooth icebergs glanced, 
With shouldered pieces, in his tracks advanced; 
And when he saw them at the grimmest spot 
He armed his weapon for a double shot. 
Four flashes sprang together from the rock, 
And four reports rang in one thunder-shocL 
Struck by death's double blow in that dread pass, 
The soldiers slipped and fell one heavy mass; 
In vain they gripped, or, biting, strove to hold; 
From off the open, fenceless bridge they rolled ; 
Down the gulfs foam were hurled the hapless pair. 
Their limbs revolving as they cleft the air; 
Their bodies — cast on avalanche-built heap- 
Seemed but a black speck down that snow-white deep. 
The proscript marked their fall, himself erect : 
But two breast-wounds his glance victorious checked ; 
His blood, whose flow that glance alone had stopped. 
From his loose shirt in two red streamlets dropped ; 
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His feet their task no longer could perform; 
He tottered; and my arm received his form. 
On the green bank I drew him scant of breath ; 
And in his face contentment fought with death; 
He fondly kissed his good, victorious gun; 
His voice to life and speech revived his son. 
We stayed his wounds to lave, his blood to stanch, 
Then soon a litter formed of green-wood branch. 
Which with the child I bore ; and sad and slow 
We sought my grot, and, dying, laid him low. 



August 2^tk, 1793. 

Stretched on his blood-besprinkled, mossy bed, 
In his son's arms he laid his languid head; 
To him alone his eye could turn; anon 
He seemed to dose and long go dreaming on; 
About the bed his hand from mine would steal, 
And vaguely for some thread it followed feel. 
From me the hapless child had fain withheld 
Th' unwilling sobs which from his bosom welled; 
Whene'er he raised his face, so white with fear. 
Big in his eyes I saw the rounding tear, 
Which on the brow that in his bosom lay 
Rained, and with anxious kiss was wiped away; 
And oft he searched my eyes, as though to spell 
The frightful truth I did not dare to tell; 
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When in reluctant eyes I showed alann 
His grasp he tightened with convulsive arm; 
An angry glance across the gloom he threw, 
And all his body o'er his father drew, 
And seemed to challenge Death and Heav'n to tear 
Him from his arms who, dying, languished there. 
Then, on the face his fair curls loosely spread, 
Mixed with the white locks of that older head. 
Hid their emotion; and naught reached me more 
Than mingled hum : kisses and sobbing sore, 
And breathings low that in one sound were blent. 
Now strong, now indistinct and well nigh spent, 
As though the light of both lives fitful played. 
And both their souls the final struggle made. 
My torch meanwhile through all that mournful night 
Threw out fimereal smoke and ruddy light; 
In the cave's gloom remote I stood alone. 
Nor glanced where sacred sorrow made her moan; 
Sometimes I moved, the flame to keep alive. 
Sometimes, that life's last signs I might revive. 
Threw o'er the wounded water from the lake 
Or strove in death-like feet some warmth to wake ; 
And sometimes, kneeling in the darkest shade, 
Search for blest hymns stored in my memory made ; 
Grasping the cross I sang with bated breath 
The chants with which The Faith would soothe our 
death ; 
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That from this earth at least one prayer might rise 
Before that lonely soul toward the skies ! 
And thus one half of that night wore away ; 
Life quickened, somewhat, near the dawn of day ; 
He gazed upon his son: threw round the vault 
A glance that with some doubt appeared to halt, 
Then deathly eyes turned on me — ^fixing fast — 
And nerved him for an effort at the last. 

"I die," he murmured, "Heav*n*s abrupt decree 
This son — ^my second life — entrusts to thee ; 
Watch o'er the fate to God commended now, 
Father and brother to the child be thou ! " 
Speech to his dying lips, alas ! still rose, 
But 'midst half-stifled sounds could naught disclose. 
From time to time delirium racked his head ; 
He muttered words with no connecting thread : 
Called on the dead : addressed friends far away. 
And "daughter," when he saw his son, would say. 
At last, when all the power of sight was spent, 
He pressed his lips, with dark, obscure intent : 
With life's last breath the name of " Laurence " cried. 
And, with the silence-pleading gesture, died. 

August 26th, 1793. 

As in a tomb this day's long hours I passed; — 
The dead with bloody cloak about him cast: 
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The poor young child, extended on the ground, 
Within his father's shroud his face enwound; 
Sometimes, as though one couch they shared, he slept ; 
Sometimes (as o'er light slumbers) watch he kept, 
And raised the cloak which hid the form of death, 
And took the whisp'ring breezes for a breath ! 
And listened long — his fancy undispelled — 
And long his bosom's choking sobs withheld; 
But undeceived at last, he wept anew 
On that dead face, and sad, long look he threw; 
'Twas such a glance as, whilst brief seconds roll. 
In one emotion concentrates a soul. 
Ah ! such a look would cause the dead to live. 
If Love to that it loves new life could give ! 

August zph, 1793- 

When heavy sleep, more strong than grief, at last 
The tear-worn eyelids of the child sealed fast, 
I gently from the corpse his arms unwound. 
And gave the dust by twilight to the ground. 

There lies a bank, down by the lake below, 
Where waves, in Winter even, melt the snow, 
And, rolling night and day along the strand. 
Lift up long ridges of fine, golden sand. 
There the curved rock uplifts its lofty sides 
O'er a green mound that in its shadow hides; 
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The rock-bound spot might well to mind recall 

The old, dark Choir within some Chapel wall, 

To whose cold, crumbling stones kind Nature grants 

A robe of ivy and of blooming plants. 

My hands scooped out, that night, the stranger's bed 

'Neath that green sod, wet with the tears I shed; 

The prayers that we to life's Last Scene accord 

Consigned his sleep and waking to the Lord. 

And then, to consecrate th' adjoining dust 

And make it worthy of its sacred trust, 

I downward rolled five huge and high-poised blocks. 

Gigantic fi:agments of these cleaving rocks. 

And grouped them cross-wise on their bed of sand, 

A witness, an eternal sign to stand. 

And caper-bush and wall-flower soon will spread 

Their leaves and tracery above the dead ; 

And swans — sweet omen ! — sailing o'er the wave, 

Will come to change their plumage near his grave ! 



Eaglet GroUOy August 28M, 1793. 

Our hearts are opened; my young charge has told 
His name, nor feared his story to unfold. 
Proscribed their line : Laurence the stripling's name ; 
Death by his birth to her that bore him came ; 
An only child, to sixteen has he grown; 
And through his early years has little known 
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Of men ; nor love enjoyed, nor care, beside 
The love and care a father fond supplied. 
Content with him, bound in affection fast, 
Up to this murderous time his days had passed 
In a lone manor, where was heard the roar 
Of waves that broke on Brittany's wild shore. 
When echoes of the Civil Storm they caught, 
For God and for the laws his father fought; 
But fled : his lands ancestral forced to peld ; 
And rank and woes beneath false name concealed. 
Then with his son fair France he traversed o'er; 
And reached these mountains, trod by him of yore ; 
And Hope's tide in his breast began to flow 
When his eye caught th' Italian plains below. 
But seen from Iser's banks, the soldiers, led 
By vile informers, on his tracks were sped; 
They tried escape by night ; O night of woe ! 

Tears stopped the story; but the rest I know* 

The OrottOy September i6/^, 1793. 

All souls have sister-souls ; so says my heart; 
God creates pairs, for man's and woman's part; 
The world short space may sunder them, but vain ; 
Their lot is, soon or late, to meet again ! 
And when these Heav'n-made sisters meet below 
Resistless instincts each its partner show; 
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And each has might its other half to move. 

Now, friendship this soul-contact makes or Iffve; 

They're but one bond, expressed by diflTrent sound 

According to the Sex or Being bound; 

Love — Friendship — these are but the flash that lights 

Each to its partner, and the pair unites. 

When this has blazed the soul's heav*n-fire bums 

lower ; 
The eye roves not, the heart is void no more; 
The soul, struck by sure Instinct on the spot. 
Doubt of return, thought of mistake knows not ; 
Full of a love that secretly has grown, 
Friends feel their thoughts, or e'er they speak are 

known. 
And lightly such esteem their past estate; 
They wail and moan that Love was learned so late ; 
At one are they in mind, nor need to speak; 
To mingle more and more their spirits seek. 
Love's like a beam of heaVn, from water bright 
Reflected back with doubly glorious light ! 
'Tis Echo's note— another, yet the same — 
Returning to the Voice from whence it came I 
Tis like the Shadow fixed by sunbeams' glare. 
Which none from its Companion-Form can tear! 
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|ether the lark gives or withholds his lay, 

much imports; moved not by sunlight ray, 
passing tempests, or by varying climes, 
Ice dwells within; all places and all times, 
skies, all seasons please when lone no more; 
Lt reck united hearts how change sweeps o'er? 

their own seasons make, and world and skies ; 
re rich, more full comes back each hour that flies; 
Lomless hearts, which no mistrust enshrouds, 
ise make their sky : one ne'er o'ercast with clouds; 
|ere, plunged in light, they read with moteless mind, 

fresh horizons evermore may find, 
rord by one fiiend spoke scarce sinks to rest 

the thought echoes in the other's breast; 

mind-revealing word speeds firom one tongue, 

dies ere on the other's lips 'tis hung; 
IS eke out words ; the eye explains the heart ; 

fills the soul : its languors all depart ; 

feeling of a new existence, wrought 
either soul, vibrates and forms one thought. 
:h soul a mirror to possess appears, 
herein he sees his life, his feelings hears; 

artless thoughts that issue from their breast 
their own unknown language are expressed; 
hearing words he long had tried to find, 
:h knows himself and cries " there spoke my mind 1" 
:h sees his type, shown in a living form ; 
\y view earth through love's medium bright and 

warm : 
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And life's great loads, which equal strength employ, 
Are but a sacred burden^ borne with joy. 



The GfvUdf S^Umber S5M, 1793. 

When I return from distant chase^ outworn. 
At eve; with wounded feet and fingers torn; 
With elk or chamois o'er my shoulder thrown; 
And see, from some high peak remote and lone, 
My sweet, blue lake, that lies shut in so calm, 
Like pure, bright rain-<lrops held in infant's palm, 
And the green border round the basin spread, 
And my oaks bending down their gold-tinged head ; 
And catch, deep down the grotto's smoky shade, 
The flicker of the Are by Laurence made, 
I muse a moment; "there below," I cry, 
" By yon bright point that lynx-eyes scarce could spy, 
I have a second self, my better part, 
A friend to wait my step with beating heart, 
An eye that looks for me, a smile of love, 
A soul left in my chaige by Heav'n Above; 
My all 1 — ^and whose sole world I comprehend : 
His country, parent, sister, brother, friend! 
Whose pulse-throbs count my steps ; who, when I stray. 
Cares for one instant only of the day, 
That instant when he sees me from below 
And runs his arms around my neck to throw. 
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And, like young roebuck, bounding on before 
Draws me across the threshold of our door." 
And then along my snowy road I press, 
And seek by-paths that make the distance lessj 
In vain the way the hanging glacier keeps, 
I glide in safety down its azure steeps; 
And Laurence at the mountain foot I meet, 
Who never yet has left our calm retreat 
Soon over mine his feebler arm is thrown; 
And each the da/s events and toils makes known ; 
Our home we enter; and he hastes to say 
How many young our doves have hatched this day, 
What store of milk from our black goat he gets, 
How many small fish may have filled his nets; 
Then shows what leaves and mosses he has got, 
With which, ere Winter comes, to line the grot; 
Fruit from the bushes that these wilds adorn; 
His fingers bleeding from the piercing thorn; 
Branches of Pepper-vine and Ivy twined. 
Which we may o'er the grotto's arches wind; 
The birds that he has trapped by grain outspread ; 
The roebucks tame that by his hand are fed. 
And all our gentle, tame companions here — 
The forest birds, the elk, the mountain deer — 
Whether by habit it may be or choice. 
Gather about him when they catch his voice. 
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We take what food our daily lot has sent; 
Milk, and plain dishes, seasoned with content; 
And fruits we taste whose savour scarce we know ; 
And make their juices for a beverage flow; 
For Winter's long, dead season we prepare 
All that the sun will dry and time will spare. 
The thoughts of one the other's praise awake ; 
We plan and scheme, gayer for each mistake; 
In converse thus long evening hours expire. 
Till the last brand smokes on the drowsy fire, 
And in the lake, our mirror of the night. 
We see the midnight star ascending bright; 
Then down upon our rocky floor we kneel. 
Where through our window still some faint rays steal. 
And Laurence bows his grave and reverent head, 
But glances oft toward his sire's cold bed; 
When we have hallowed thus the day past o'er, 
Which to the God who gave it we restore. 
And prayed that days of peace like that one spent 
May on the mom and all through life be sent. 
And prayers for all our living friends have said. 
We come to make petition for the dead; 
And then when Laurence tries response to make 
Tears that he cannot stop his voice will break, 
Those filial tears ! all unexhausted yet, 
With which his prayer-elapsed hands are often wet ! 
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So ends the day; and tranquil each one goes 
On couch of thick-strewn leaves to seek repose ; 
Until the voice of him who earliest wakes, 
In concert with the lark, its music makes. 

TTie GrottOy October 23^/, 1793. 

Since healing Time has softened sorrow's blows 
How bright and beautiful my Laurence grows 1 
At times, when I have caught his beauty's blaze, 
Startled, nigh blinded I have fixed my gaze ! 
From the full splendour of his face I shrink ; 
And when before his glance my eyelids sink 
I think of those blest women gathered round 
The Holy Tomb, who that dread herald found : 
That one who sat and said "He is not here"; 
Whereat their hearts were filled with troubled fear ; 
They thought with man to speak, and — thing of 

awe ! — 
Their eyes unsealed a heavenly angel saw ! 

The Grotto, October 24/^, 1793. 

This evening long at Laurence have I gazed, 
Whilst o'er his brow the flickering firelight blazed. 
Whilst he was watching, with the ground for seat, 
His loved young fawn at play between his feet. 
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No fairer sight could mortal eyes employ 
Than that sweet picture of the fawn and boy ! 

The fawn her white feet oft will 'neath her lay 
And, as in tender grass she rests by day. 
Nestling between his knees secure she'll lie 
Up-gazing with a soft and gleaming eye; 
And from his hand crops the young willow-sprout; 
Rests on his shoulder, with lithe neck stretched out, 
And throws me thence triumphant looks df joy. 
And licks and bites the tresses of the boy. 

October iZth^ 1793. 

Now Laurence I can call a child no more, 

Whom sixteen years have brought to manhood's door ; 

His stature now almost to mine attains, 

And in the race my foot on his scarce gains; 

The soft, angelic, silvery voice alone 

Still speaks of childhood, with its gentle tone ; 

And as his words vibrating gently fall 

My sister's voice oft, dreamlike, they recall. 

And then my thoughts, entangled with the sound. 

Wander away, along Time's course to bound 

To those past days when woman's accents sweet 

Were daily wont my captive sense to greet, 

Accents whose charm the home-fireside endears: 

Which make the music of our infant years ; 
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Then with my absent friends my silent heart 

Converses, and the tears unbidden start; 

Then Laurence near me steals : looks silent on : 

Asks why I weep and what I think upon; 

My childhood ! Then he cries, while rolls a tear, 

'^ Dear to thy friends, but not to me less dear ! 

Do I not fill for thee a brother's place, 

And thou for me a father's loss efface?" 

Then on some rock our friendless heads we bend, 

And, clinging dose, in tears some moments spend ; 

But at his voice, as from a dream, I rise, 

I lift my head, I strive to dry my eyes; 

The mists fly from my sight and then appears 

A charming face before me bathed in tears, 

Which, when I smile, at once begins to shine 

As though a living mirror 'twere of mine: 

An animated shadow where are shown. 

In the emotions of a friend, my own. 

And when I think God has in him restored 

The friends He deigned in life's mom to afford. 

And to none other can this orphan flee. 

And I exist in him and he in me. 

My arm nerves his, my life his life supplies. 

And Heav'n itself has linked our friendship's ties. 

Soon cease my tears ! My heart in glad employ 

Of one deep feeling finds enough of joy t 
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TTie Grotto, October 29M, 1793. 

O Beauty ! Heav'nly Secret, Beam Divine, 

Who knows thy source? Who knows why love is 

thine? 
Why eyes should follow thee, why love-struck heart 
To thee as steel toward the magnet start. 
Why cleave to thee, as bound by strongest tie, 
And glow when near thee : when thou'rt taken die ? 
Whether (as if an element the more) 
The heav'n above, the earth beneath spread o'er, 
Thy Power unveils itself in various ways : 
To beams from silent stars attracts our gaze. 
To heaven's high arch, to restless heaving seas. 
To winding rivulets, to slender trees; 
Or, making to our eyes more strong appeal. 
To Nature animate thou set'st thy seal. 
And mak'st the lion grand in savage might. 
And long-maned steeds with strength's wild beauty 

bright. 
And giv'st the eagle great, dark, widespread wings. 
The dove her pretty neck's enlacing rings; 
Or whether, last, on face of humankind. 
Wherein most visibly thy Power is shrined, 
Thy hands the features and fair tints illume. 
And give to man or woman radiant bloom. 
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And rich efifiilgence cast of grace and pride 
On which no eye unmoistened can abide — 
None know thy secret ! All thy empire brook ! ^ 
And sighs are forced from all that on thee look ! 
And the emotion which attends thy beams 
The revelation of an instinct seems ! 

May'st thou not be an attribute divine, 

Allowed through earth's thick, blinding clouds to 

shine? 
Perhaps the soul thafs in fair form arrayed 
After its Heavenly Type that fair form made, 
And drew those traits that so harmonious seem 
From that Vast Source, Ineffable, Supreme, 
And in life's origin, by powers unknown, 
The features fashioned : made the form its own. 
And oh ! does not the splendid form declare 
The soul that dwells within is still more fair? 

One day these secret things will all be known. 
Now comprehended by God's eye alone; 
But Beauty, whether shown in Nature's grace — 
Fair skies, fresh foliage — or a human face. 
My spirit, bom to love what's fair and bright. 
Seeks, as the eye instinctive seeks the light; 
I bend before it with enraptured heart, 
And always something of myself impart, 
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My soul, when once 'tis lit by Beauty's glow, 
Some sparks from out its own love-fires will throw. 

Shamed by these sympathies I oft have been — 
Too quickly touched, too sudden and too keen — 
These eye-glance instincts, impulses of thought, 
From which a deep resolve at once is caught; 
And oft I reason "God perchance may blame 
These likings : they profane the hearfs pure flame; 

But yet upon the light the eye will dwell; 

Lord is it sin to love the good too well ! " 



The Grotto^ November ix/, 1793. 

These thoughts (for all my musings he supplies) 
Rose whilst on Laurence I fixed love-filled eyes. 
Ne'er did God's hand in feirer features trace 
The outlines of a soul on youthfiil face ; 
The mind inquires — such beauties he unfolds — 
Whether a youth or angel it beholds ! 
And all the pureness that becomes life's mom. 
And all the charms that clear, deep eyes adorn. 
All fitting sport at dawn of life displayed, 
All the grave tenderness of years more staid : 
All these upon his fitfiil features blend 
And to the whole harmonious concord lend; 
All these, (according as his thoughts may stray. 
And clouds may rise or lightning flashes play,) 
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With splendid radiance sparkle in his eyes, 
Or on his cheek make fresh, frank blushes rise, 
Or tip his eyelid with transparent tear, 
Or cloud with reverie his eye so clear, 
Or make thought-furrows in his forehead sink, 
Or cluster hidden on his eyelids* brink. 
His parted lips sweet, dreamy wishes shape. 
Or let them in a gentle smile escape. 
He cannot be unknown where'er he strays, 
There seem to spring from him indwelling rays. 
Oft when the short, dark day has reached its end. 
And o'er the cave and me the shades descend. 
Around him still he seems broad day to shed. 
That o'er surrounding things appears to spread; 
He gilds the gloom with some remains of light ; 
His glances are too vivid for my sight ! 
It seems as though such rays his form surround 
As those with which his virgins Raphael crowned; 
Perchance those rays were something more than signs, 
And round the soul on earth a glory shines. 
Past scenes and mem'ries, I have searched them all, 
But not a face like this can I recall! 
None of the young child-friends that with me grew, 
None of the Levites that in youth I knew, 
Such face, such features and such grace possessed ; 
Such earnest voice that vibrates in the breast; 
Such lustrous skin, threaded with veins so blue; 
Such glances, which one shuns, which pierce one 
through; 
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Such eyes, that seem like deep skies overcast, 
When, at its birth, Dawn strives with Darkness vast. 
In which the glories that his soul endow 
Shine like a star upon his darksome brow; 
Such silky locks whose winding, golden wave 
Vies with bright billows that some fair shore lave. 
This glorious being, wrapped in ease and grace, 
Seems as though bom of some celestial race. 
Having, Humanity, no marks of thine 
Save love, which joins his path of life to mine ! 
When 'midst these peaks, with bare feet, soft and white, 
With kerchief-girdle round his form knit tight. 
In vest that clasps his neck and has no fold. 
And scarce its prisoner his full breast can hold. 
With naked neck, which graceful head and grand 
Up-bears, like courser touched by fondling hand. 
With locks which, checked not in these wilds remote, 
About his neck in shining ringlets float, 
With moistened brow uplifted to the sky. 
Whose rays the beads that glisten there will dry, 
I see him run from far and sudden stand 
Out on some glacier-ledge, and close at hand. 
Ah ! then sometimes I think that he takes wing 
Like some ideal, super-human thing. 
Takes wing from earth transfigured bright to soar; 
And oft-times I am tempted to adore. 
But soon his voice, with full, sweet, tender tone. 
Recalls my mind and makes my Laurence known ! 
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The Grotto, December 1st, 1793. 

From icy peaks that tip this mountain pile 
The year for six months now withdraws its smile ; 
The sun is drowned in seas of cloudy spray 
Which break o'er these high plains by night and day, 
Seas that instead of foam cast o'er each height, 
Snow which the North wind drives in flakes of white. 
Day knows no light but such as fitful rests, 
Storm-broke and charged with mists upon these crests, 
Which clouds fast-flying banish, as a breeze 
Sweeps oj0f the leaves beneath the poplar trees. 
It seems as though the utmost wrath of Heav'n 
The earth's tall summits had to chaos giVn; 
Eternal tempests vex the mountain's peak, 
And rest the misty billows never seek; 
A heavy moaning, a deep plaintive wail. 
Comes from the mountain's breast and swells the gale ; 
'Tis winds at war in heav'n's height, 'tis the shock 
Of riven storm-clouds, driving o'er the rock, 
'Tis the harsh crashing of the withered branch 
When storms against it vast ice-fragments launch, 
'Tis the hoarse croak of the alighting crow, 
The dreary sough of winds that pent up blow, 
The avalanche which leaps in mad career 
And which winds spread in white dust far and near, 
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The torrents' hollow boom and ceaseless brawl, 
As rocks they rift with lacerating fall, 
And fill the gulfs where thundering they are thrown 
With one great monotone — an endless moan, 
Sunk to a hum, when distance lulls its roar. 
As of some string that vibrates evermore. 

HeaVn smiles no longer on these cloud-wrapped 

heights ; 
No glistening dawns we see, no starry nights ; 
The flower-wreaths from my rock no longer hang \ 
The birds are gone, that sometime built and sang^ 
Only stray ravens seek their dusky friends; 
The crisp hoar-frost the only garland lends 
That decks the rock where we our shelter seek; 
And 'thwart thick ice the day gleams dull and bleak ; 
Yet, in our grotto, we but gather nigher 
The genial warmth of glowing larch-fed fire ; 
Unwearily the gloomy days pass by. 
And are so. fiiU of tasks they seem to fly. 
With labour stol'n from every studious hour 
We make of this dim grot a pleasant bower; 
And here we meditate, in happy rest; 
Warm as the birds that near us build their nest. 
Which winds may rock, but all their rage is vain, 
'Tis safe, though rain or snow drive o'er the plain. 
The more dull blasts rage forth at large, the more 
The ruin-bearing avalanches roar, 
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The more night's foggy mists are over-blown 

The more about our cave snow-drifts are thrown — 

The more of rapture and wild joy within 

We find, amidst the horror and the din ; 

The more we plunge within the trembling rock, 

And feel God in the terror of each shock. 

And if from Winter skies some warmer ray 
Should touch our window at the dawn of day, 
From out the rock, as from their lair the deer, 
We burst to revel in the sunshine clear; 
We shout with joy to see transparent halls 
Of ice composed, with shining towers and walls. 
And sapphire vaults, and sunlit emerald caves. 
Where mom assumes the hue of ocean's waves. 
And dazzling trees about whose branches cleaves 
The thick hoar-frost, and hangs in icy leaves, 
And endless snows, o'er all the landscape spread, 
Which flash like flakes of fire as light we tread. 
Wide wastes o'er which we wander farmnd nigh 
And track out paths whose white dust blinds the eye; 
And as the kid rolls in the flower-strewn swathe, 
So, merrily in beds of snow we bathe ; 
Our locks beholding, with the snow-dust white — 
Or dripping frost — ^we laugh with fresh delight; 
With fingers cold and numb the snow we fling; 
Then, home with glad feet spite the fierce cold spring; 
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For God, Who keeps us in this rough repose, 
Even on Winter days a grace bestows. 



The GrottOy December i6/>4, i793. 

Should I awake at night, with peace profound 
And silence dread, I feel encompassed round; 
Forgetting Laurence, in deep slumbers fast, 
My heart with loneliness is overcast; 
But should I hear the sleeper's breathing low, 
That swells his breast with equal ebb and flow. 
Like a babe's breathing that calm slumbering lies, 
Then, on my elbow leaning, half I rise. 
As a fond mother by her son's bedside, 
And, soon by that still breathing satisfied, 
I softly bless the God who gave to me 
This angel, both my charge and guard to be ; 
The pleasures which such moments freely give 
Make my soul seem a double life to live. 
What musitf such sweet strains to me e'er bore? 
I listen long: then sink to sleep once more. 

January 6thy 1794. 

What shall I render for God's bounties given? 
Whilst 'neath our feet the raging storm is driven, 
And day rolls on to day its blood and tears. 
Peace on these heights in changeless shape appears ; 



Third Epoch, 97 

And Friendship, which life's heartless thronging hates, 
Out of our solitude a world creates. 

The youth cowers in my shadow; and with mine, 
How free and guileless does his heart entwine ! 
Oh, shall our souls asunder e'er be reft, 
Which Earth and HeaVn have joined by strong-spun 

weft! 
These beeches twain apart were easier torn. 
Which, knit together, giant trees twin-bom, 
Springing in close embrace from day to day. 
Forth from one trunk their verdant heads display. 
Ah ! no full type of love the thoughts can find ! 
Yet oft my childhood's friend I call to mind, — 
A small, white hound, with muzzle of gazelle. 
With dove-like neck, with hair which waving fell, 
With eye, like human eye, profound, benign; 
She never fed from any hand but mine. 
Obeyed no other, followed none beside. 
Slept at my feet, sought my steps far and wide; 
And when I, sallying forth, left her behind 
So long as I remained afar she pined; 
To see me longer as I went or came 
She, wild, would spring upon the window-frame. 
And with her paws against the smooth cold pane. 
Throughout the day her anxious eyes would strain; 
Or else the empty room s^e oft explored 
For tokens of the master she adored — 

H 
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Some garment she had seen me wearing last, — 

My pen — ^my cloak — my volume open cast — 

By which to watch, till I once more drew near. 

Listening intently with uplifted ear; 

Soon as my step upon the staircase rang, 

At the first sound the faithful dog upsprang, 

And to my feet, as on a prey, would bound 

And, in joy's frantic circles, close me round; 

Then with me entered; slept beside my chair. 

Yet ever threw me glances from her lair; 

And as she slept, my voice, my fitful sigh. 

My varying breath, which swelled, now low now high, 

The soft sound of my foot upon the floor. 

My dropping eye that drowsed the pages o'er, 

My finger on the paper rustling light. 

My change of countenance from dark to bright. 

Seemed in her sleep to have their counterpart 

And caused her as at their rebound to start; 

My grief or sadness their reflection wrought 

In her ; her glance revealed a double thought 

She died : her glorious eye still fixed on mine. 

O grief! my poor companion to resign! 

Well, though my pen that glides these pages o'er 

Trembles my love by such base type to lower, 

Though sense 'twould shock and reason 'twould 

profane. 
As the Soul's equal, Instinct to maintain. 
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Yet dreams of Laurence in my heart will raise 
These charming memories of childhood's days ; 
This human friend by bonds as strong is tied, 
He cannot spend a moment from my side, 
He droops my presence for an hour to lose. 
Walks when I walk and muses when I muse; 
His glance is bound to mine, as though our mind 
No separate objects for our gaze could find; 
Like my poor hound or like these swallows here 
Which our near neighbourhood no longer fear. 
He seems less wild and wayward day by day; 
He joys when near me: saddens when away; 
But at a stranger's voice this desert child 
Were soon again as timid and as wild ! 

Who such a love receiving could give less? 
And ah ! what love is like this I possess ! 
What lacks the soul that on Love's sweets is fed? 
Beyond Thy promise, Lord, Thy gifts are shed; 
And my most glorious vision from above 
Did not foreshadow half the power of love ! 

[ The Manuscript was torn at this place^ and lacked a number 
of leaves. It is to be presumed, from whcU follows, that Jocelyn 
had continued to set down similar sentiments and circumstances 
of his happy life during these months of solitude, ] 
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Eagld Grotto, April i$tA, 1794. 

This mom in the accustomed place I sought 
The store of bread my friend had thither brought ; 
His pious foresight with it had left there 
An anxious warning: "Watch with double care; 
Tis certain death our godless towns to seek, 
The scaffolds with the blood of martyrs reek." 
O Lord, these swords of wrath in mercy break ! 
O shorten for Thy chosen just ones* sake 
These troublous days, when nations, tempest tost. 
The knowledge of Thy holy name have lost ! 
Cause on them now Thy holy peace to shine ! 
But I, O Father, praise Thy love divine 
So richly shed, that but for others' woe 
My prayer would be, these days no end might know. 

77te Grotto, May dth, 1794. 

There are some days, lovely beyond compare, 
Which seem life's opening blossoms, fresh and fair, 
The sky all blue, the clouds all brightly hued. 
The balmy air with rosy scent imbued — 



Fourth Epoch. loi 

After a night of storms at times they dawn, 

We feel we breathe a. spirit-cheering mom ; 

Of them, like flowers, when no longer seen. 

We ask, still spell-bound, "have they really been? 

Could these small cups such perfume sweet contain? 

Could we in these- few hours such joy obtain ? " 

t 

To-day was such a peerless, lovely day, 

Woke by the smiling Spring sun's morning ray, 

By the high-soaring lark's far-reaching strain, 

Whose sweet-toned song breathes only joy or pain, 

"By the calm lake's soft, gentle, rippling trill," 

We rouse ourselves ; our hearts with rapture fill ; 

Impatiently we leave our resting place. 

Frenzied almost to gaze on nature's face. 

All day we roam, before our eyes to bring 

The signs that on these mountains mark the Spring. 

Melting beneath the genial rays, the snow, 

Before it overspreads the slopes below. 

With gentle dropping rocks and trees forsakes, 

And forms like icicles fantastic takes ; 

Then trickling slowly, on the ground it falls : 

Forms beads of spray — transparent, radiant balls. 

Which prism-like refract the falling rays, 

And strike the eye with many-coloured blaze. 

In fancy, myriad insects I behold. 

Sporting before me on bright wings of gold, 
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Decked with the lainbow colours, fiery bright, 
Flashing and glittering in the gladsome light 
Gathering again, these drops in thousand threads 
Flow down the vales to reach their deep-cut beds, 
Haphazard trickle down the mountain side. 
Here narrow to a streak, there open wide; 
Their gentle flow a pleasant babbling makes 
As of birds twittering 'midst the grassy brakes ; 
Gliding like gentle winds they bend the grass. 
Marking with foam the course by which they pass ; 
The snow-white flakes, caught by the sportive wind. 
Like feathers, breeze-tossed, ever3rwhere we find. 
The balmy, spicy, gently stirring air 
Seemed heavenly influence on its wings to bear. 
So fiiU of life, of active vigorous force. 
Like the Spring winds which swell the rivei^s course. 
Which wake the globe fi-om its long winter sleep. 
In life and love the whole of nature steep. 
It whispered sighs, it raised unconscious thought 
Of warmth, of scent, of words by fancy wrought, 
With such fond touch the level plain caressed. 
With glee so great the lofty mountains pressed. 
Shook snow and sturdy trees and summits 
With such deep-thrilling and soul-stirring cry 
That words of joy, of love, of ravishment. 
Might be with its mysterious murmurings blent, 
While earth and air and sky an answer spoke 
In every echo which the silence broke. 
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The plants fresh verdure seemed at once to show, 
The leaves seemed almost in our sight to grow; 
It was a dawn with summer forces filled, 
Which life and vigour into all instilled. 
The herbs, the flowers, the graceful woodland vines 
Spread out in sheets, or coiled in mazy twines. 
Clung to the trees, sprung from each rocky place 
In clusters, verdant bells, fine woven lace. 
Clogged up our paths by hindering nets of flowers. 
With colours bright o'ertasked diir vision's powers. 
The sap overflowing with fresh vigour rolled 
From chinks and fissures in bright drops of gold, 
And glued to branches that around were spread. 
Tendrils and leaves in many a tight-drawn thread. 
Which often by the tangled wing held fast 
Jays, blackbirds, doves, that heedlessly flew past ; 
The networks twined around firom tree to tree 
Shook with their frantic efforts to get free; 
At each tree foot round which the creepers spread 
Feathers and leaves as rain were thickly shed. 
These leafy cones, wind-shaken, seemed to be 
Stirred in green ripples like the wavy sea, 
And nests, with curious eggs within them laid. 
Floated fast-rocking with the waving shade ; 
The feathered mothers, struck with sudden fear, 
Had left these eggs like pearls, so pure, so clear. 
Where'er the darkening boughs aside were cleared- 
And through the gloom with curious eyes we peered, 
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We found 'neath summer's couch, the leaf-strewn earth, 
Mysterious germs £Eist ripenmg to the birth ; 
Where'er the grassy waste we softly pressed 
Its rank luxuriance almost reached the breast; 
Filling the air around with odours sweet; 
Winged clouds sprang up before our very feet 
Butterflies, insects, moths in mjrriads swarmed, 
And living films of air to fancy form'd 
In masses gently eddying they rose 
So thick they almost seemed our eyes to close, 
Like living dust befbre our eyes they flew 
And, for a moment, hid all things from view. 
This living dust dispersed and left all clear. 
Settling on water, herbage, far and near. 
Each atom, throbbing with the sense of life. 
Seemed to drink draughts with joy and pleasure rife ; 
Filling with melody and soothing sound 
Of gentle buzzing the still air around. 

Who could refrain such ecstacy to share. 
As this which ran through all in earth or air? 
Who could have turned from this bright cheering day, 
Melting the snows, driving the cold away? 
The fresh Spring tide our souls from torpor woke, 
The dry bones stirred, dead thoughts to life awoke. 
The life which throbbed through every pulse and vein. 
Seemed for free vent and course unchecked to strain, 
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We ran ; we cleared the gulfs with hardy leap ; 
We rolled down grassy slopes though rough and steep ; 
On bending branches to and fro we swung; 
Our fawn, astonished, on our footsteps hung; 
We shouted loud to wake the echoes deep 
Amidst the trees which tears of sap might weep ; 
Deliberately we strove our way to loose, 
Then stopped an instant silently to muse. 
Then with a dash we start as if one thought 
Had on us both by sudden impulse wrought, 
Prompting at once to seek some other place, 
Whither we swiftly rushed in sportive race. 
In every place the same gay scene was spread; 
The summer clouds that swept by overhead 
Were but the vapour that the sun rays bright 
Drew from the glacier, rolled in flakes of white. 
The shades which lengthening o*er the grass we view. 
Their cooler outlines traced by glistening dew. 
In many a narrow vale and sleeping bower, 
Arouse fresh thought, fresh awe of Nature's power ; 
Each hour with its own fitting glory crowned. 
Bringing its gorgeous tints, its hush or sound. 
Lent to the harmony some sweet refrain. 
Some transport thrilling through the soul again. 
Worn out with high-wrought feelings* swelling tide, 
At length we rested by each other's side. 
Our seat a smooth, projecting, flowery mound 
Stretched out to meet the lake here deeper found, 
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Where waves, dark tinted by the mountain shade, 
Around the cape an eddying whirlpool made. 
The whole fair scene our glances stray across; 
The place of turf supplied by yellow moss ; 
And nut trees' shade as if in sportive mirth 
Flit to and fro upon the sun-lit earth; 
Our hearts overflowing almost silent stand; 
The flowers drop from the half unconscious hand; 
Some hidden charm these waters clear might grace 
Drawing our gaze each curling wave to trace; 
And thus midst thoughts, deep sighs and speechless 

dreams 
The soul responsive to each ripple seems. 
We broke not silence until I by chance 
On my companion cast a hasty glance, 
And saw his trembling lips, his crimson'd cheek. 
The tears between his lids that passage seek. 
Like those night mists we scarce consider rain, 
So soon the sun and wind dry them again. 
" Do you too, Laurence, feel, like me," I say, 
"A hidden load your inmost soul down weigh?" 
"O yes,'* he said, "my heart I bursting find. 
No words can ease enough my labouring mind. 
O that my God would touch my lips with fire 
To praise Him for the joy His works inspire." 
" Tell me," I cried, " my friend, by what power wrought 
My soul and your's conceived the selfsame thought, 
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For nature's beauty seemed my heart to move 

With longing throbs, with yearning bursts of love, 

To reach to God, to grasp this loveliness. 

Nor could my frozen tongue such thoughts express — 

Yet Nature's chorus incomplete we view. 

And God receives not worship to Him due, 

If man, who through Him into being came. 

In His own image formed, praise not His name; 

Nature the scene, our souls shall voice supply. 

Like feathered songsters we, my friend, will try, 

Like gladsome winds, like blue waves' restless flow 

To shake this burden off that loads us so. 

To swell the strain that tells our Maker's grace. 

To be His priests in this sweet resting place ; 

O'er those bright heights His sun His power proclaims. 

To tell it here my grateful bosom aims ; 

This spot alone will hear what we reveal ; 

Give your heart vent and tell me what you feel." 

Laurence, 

Whence come ye, fresh breezes of Spring, 
Full of life and of scents spicy sweet ? 
The gay coloured flowers round our feet 

Might be the bright flash of your wing ; 

From what hidden source do you bring 
These odours our senses to greet? 
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From mountains or valleys or plains, 
Where in perfumes your pinions you dip, 
Where the sweet flowery dews ever drip, 
Where Spring fresh and young ever reigns. 
Where the air genial warmth e'er retains, 
Where the heart may of joy ever sip ? 

Whatever be the source, breath of mom, 
Whence this incense of flowers you bear, 
We beseech you to carry us there; 
Thence praise would be readier borne. 
For the soul's light in heaven must dawn. 
The heart's truest incense is prayer. 
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See, 1n yon vale below. 

Where day so gently breaks. 
Where still the softened snow 

Clings fast in heat-soiled flakes; 
See there the rainbow gay 
Quiver with each bright ray, 

As snakes which sleeping lie 
Gorgeous appear to view, 
Reflecting every hue 

Of earth, of air, of sky. 
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Yonder is sure the lair 

Of the serpent of the sky, 
Whose scales, as day dawns fair. 

Fresh burnished meet the eye, 
In many-coloured fold, 
Violet, crimson, gold, 

His circling length is flung; 
Flashing as steel appears, 
The crest he upwards rears, 

And fiery rolls his tongue. 

With the mom to life he wakes. 

As from the tarnished snow 
Each sluggish morsel breaks 

And falls to depths below. 
Untwining, stretching, bending, 
From moimt to sky extending, 

Bright-hued both feet and head. 
O'er what vast swelling tide 
Might this grand arch, world wide, 

This sky-hung bridge be spread ! 

0*er it do angels range? 

O Father Who hast given 
Sight of these wonders strange. 

Is this a path to Heaven? 
O might I upwards go, 
Crossing the sparkling bow, 



114 Jocdyn. 

Jocelyn. 

Like two birds hidden in one nest 
Our voices in glad song shall rise, 
By every echo in these hills that dies 

Thy praise shall be confest. 

Laurence. 

Let this one prayer, from two hearts upwards go, 
No parting, Lord, give us on earth to see; 

Jocelyn. 

Infuse the love and life that from Thee flow 

Into our souls, that, redolent of Thee, 
We, who in these lone rocks together grow, 
And in these hills our only refuge know, 
May ever be. 

July 2S/>^, 1794. 

In childhood I have sometimes passed whole days 
In gardens, meadows, or lone green byways, — 
Such rough tracks on the hill as cows had made, 
0*er which the hawthorn threw its verdant shade, — 
My dog beside me, in my hand a book, 
Sauntering and heeding not what path I took : 
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Sometimes I read; sometimes with careless hand 

Plucked down and peeled tiie supple willow-wand : 

Or followed, with half absent eyes, the flight 

Of insects gaily fluttering in the light, 

Or listened heedless to the pleasant sound 

Of water babbling in the brooks around. 

Then picking out a nook by the hedgeside, 

Like that in which a frightened hare would hide, 

Or lying in the midst of some green field, 

I to my book again would captive yield. 

A poet's magic perhaps was o'er me thrown, 

One of those men we love to read alone. 

Who touch the heart's chords with such mighty skill 

That to their words our souls responsive thrill; 

Predestined, grand, mysterious sons of song. 

Whose very life in music rolls along; 

Or some sad history attention claimed. 

Of love and sorrow too sad to be named — 

Virginia from her native island torn. 

Her Ufeless body to her lover borne ! 

I shut my book, my tears in streams down fell, 

I closed my eyes and yielded to the spell; 

I felt within my breast a mighty wave 

Of feeling — soft, strong, amorous, gloomy, grave. 

Visions of life, vague creatures of the mind. 

That floated through my brain but half defined,— 

Sweet, loving phantoms, offsprings of my heart. 

Dramas in which I played the leading part 
I 2 
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Then like the mists that stonns around them spread, 
These visions seemed to mingle in my head, 
Each blotting out the marks that others gave, 
Until my thoughts subsided like a wave — 
Troubled emotion ceased, and in its place 
Upon my soul descended holy grace. 
And calm yet glowing with the light down poured 
To seek its Maker my glad spirit soared; — 
All closed with Him as with Him all began, 
And my heart's stream in silent reverence ran. 
And thus from mom to eve the Summer's day, 
The flight of time unheeded, passed away. 
Nothing reminding me how thne had sped. 
Until the twilight gathering round my head, 
The fast declining sun, the waning light. 
The gathering dew, sure harbinger of night. 
Shewed me how many swiftly flying hours 
Had passed unfelt through vivid fancy's powers. 

Ah ! happiness, as great as then I knew. 

Has been my lot this short-lived Summer through ; 

Only those gorgeous castles in the air. 

Peopled with phantoms, coloured bright and fair, 

I have not built; nor has my busy brain 

Throbb'd in quick sympathy with unreal pain. 

All these are gone; dispelled, as passing mist. 

By the bright rays which now my soul have kissed ; 
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The study of a heart now fills their room, 

I watch its feelings in their tender bloom; 

As every fleeting fancy sways the mind, 

I mark it, and my own soul therein find. 

My very self in younger form I see, 

More naive, more soft, with more sweet witchery 

Shewing that innocent wonder every thing 

Causes to souls in youth's but half-blown Spring, 

Which, with the same transparency disclose 

Their feelings, as the brook bright pebbles shews. 

And so I read no more ! is it asked why ? 

What poem could the dear boy's voice supply? 

What tale romantic could my bosom move 

With s)rmpathy as strong as actual love? 

What pen could paint his soul? what written book 

Do justice to his charming, youthful look 

When o'er his face his ringlets bright he throws 

To hide his blushes crimson as the rose, 

And from my gaze would shield his burning face 

By holding me in fast and fond embrace? 

So, since a kindred heart now throbs with mine. 
My thoughts are pure, and all to good incline. 
My soul, which foretime wearied oft in prayer. 
Is borne on waves of light that task to share ; 
Such brightness sparkles in his beaming eyes. 
His accents in such tones of sweetness rise, 
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Such glory compasses his youthful brow, 
That God's own splendour I feel always now; 
Who can deny the day of light divine ? 
What truths in love's rays we see brightly shine ! 
He prays : I mark his gentle, pleading tone, 
And know his prayers avail more than my own. 



October i^fA, 1794. 

In solitude small things of mark appear, 
The seasons, weather, sky, cloud-dimm'd or clear; 
The flower that lingers on the mountain side; 
The gaudy-plumag'd birds who seek to hide 
Their nests Amidst the branches of the oak ; 
The eaglets who the shell but this day broke ; 
The blood-besprinkled plumes that mark the rage 
With which the swan and falcon battle wage; 
The various movements of the chattering crow : 
Hir lofty perch, her flitting to and fro; 
The fawn who seems for winter to prepare ; 
The fiery meteors shooting through the air — 
These are our cares. The soul meanwhile is made 
A stage, where one great act is always played, 
Which, though so oft repeated, never tires, 
For friendship interest ever new inspires. 
We interchange our thoughts, our anxious fears 
For future time, which yet so dark appears. 
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Our plans for lasting brotherhood designed, 
A brotherhood of two in one intwined. 
How on this earth wherever we are thrown, 
We still will keep one home, one heart alone; 
And like caged birds who miss their native nest, 
Pass through this world with no wish here to rest. 
Tis my task, though, to form these hopeful plans, 
Laurence looks sad when he the future scans — 
The future he might think with clouds o'ercast, 
He dreads to see the present fly so fast. 
Sure like a child he of the present dreams, 
Its little drop a boundless ocean seems. 
Thus from the hand recoils the shrinking lip, 
Which brushes off the dew it fain would sip. 



November 1st, 1794. 

This eve, a wind with Southern breezes fraught 
A little warmth to this chill summit brought; ]# 
As if the Summer, lingering ere it flew. 
Breathed in the breeze's kiss its last adieu ; 
The sky was cloudless, in its bosom still 
We saw, like flres upon a distant hill. 
The gleaming of the stars, whose torches bright 
Threw a soft silvery radiance o'er the night; 
The moon shone clear upon the sleeping stream. 
Which seemed to shudder with the chilling beam ; 
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The oak, no longer proud with leafy head, 
Like naked skeletons its branches spread ; 
The mass of leaves that floated on the ground 
Swayed to and fro like a morass around; 
The broken branches fell before the blast 
Like bones by some rude sexton roughly cast. 
These murmurs sweeping round the lonely height 
Upon our spirits cast a withering blight; 
In silence to the rock our steps we bend, 
Which shewed where slept the father of my friend ; 
As we drew near, the influence of the tomb 
Upon my spirit seemed with force to come; 
"Poor Laurence," said I, "when your father died, 
God gave you me, I have his place supplied; 
And while I live, believe in me will shine 
Your parents* love increased and fed by mine; 
But if God's hand, depriving you of all. 
Should to Himself your only friend recall. 
What would become of you ?" " Of me ? why I — 
Hj^w can you ask me ? you — if you should die " — 
He laid his finger on my lips and wept. 
Then drew me nearer where his father slept : 
" My father who now moulders in the dust 
Gave me to you, a sacred, precious trust ; 
A guard upon our path by him is thrown, 
In Heaven I feel his care, on earth your own. 
From you I lessons of belief receive. 
Mistake me not, I you as Heaven believe ; 
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If God His image in your form could break, 
And from my soul its only Heaven take, 
If He denied the strength your look can give. 
All, all is dark : I could no longer live ; 
I would face death, to ask if love survives 
Our mortal frames, or if death ends our lives !" 
Then waking as it were from troubled dream — 
" Forgive me if I thus too hasty seem — 
I fear lest my rash words my God offend; 
But death ! eternal parting ! Oh, my friend. 
If you had loved me, you had spared this pain : 
Your death ! my own ! I dare not think again." 
He ceased, and rushed with frantic speed away, 
As if to escape his anguish'd feelings* sway ; 
Towards the brink of the abyss he ran, 
Where two rocks, curved as if an arch began. 
Would form a bridge if but their tops might meet 
Above the lake which murmurs at their feet ; 
But as it is, a creek of fearful depth 
Runs in between. O'er this he madly leapt 
"You shudder," said he, "Is it for my sake? 
You spoke of death — I thus my vengeance take !" 
I would have chidden, but he quickly fled ; 
On this child's heart what lurid light is shed? 
Such souls we deeply love, and yet, indeed. 
We tremble as we love, such care they need. 
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November ^th, 1794. 

The early Winter has commenced its reign, 
The winding sheet of snow shrouds earth again, 
Above us thick it lies in many a drift; 
But we are safe in this blessed sheltering rift. 
We could not now without dread hazard roam 
A step beyond the cave that forms our home; 
Abysses, ravines, ridges, summits high, 
Torrents and banks, without distinction lie 
Beneath the frozen plain, whose surface white 
Conceals alike the valley and the height; 
But constantly the drifts fresh places find. 
Moving before the chilling, freezing wind; 
Our fawn is even cowed, and dares not quit 
The cave, nor to the snow her weight commit. 
An enormous avalanche has filled to-day 
The pass that to these mountains forms the way. 
And thus cut off, as in a lonely isle. 
We dwell apart till Spring again may smile. 
I strangely love these Winters stem arid bleak. 
The heart within itself can refuge seek ; 
While, like the earth, the nascent germs it brings 
To life and vigour for the coming Springs; 
The soul, in closer self-drawn coils entwined, 
To peacefiil melancholy becomes resigned; 
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The gentle sadness thus across it thrown, 
Like salt prevents disgust from joy alone. 
Nature before the freezing cold may cower, 
The living, loving, thinking soul has power. 
Though chained the body, to roam freely still 
Among the bright creations of the will. 



December *jth, 1794. 

The thunder to my soul hath truth revealed. 
Ye rocks my shame for ever keep concealed! 
This child, this friend, who my lone exile shared, 
A BOY no longer, woman stands declared. 



Same date, 1 1 d clock at Night, 

She sleeps, perhaps more calm, but still forth flow 
Those incoherent words which fever show; 
"My father! Jocelyn ! dead!" with accents wild, 
She strives to rise. Sleep, sleep, unhappy child ! 
Jocelyn still lives protection to afford; 
But whether you be taken or restored 
A fearful choice will cruel fortune give. 
To die with you, or dead to you to live. 
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Same dcUe^ December ^jth^ Midnight 

She feels the quiet midnight's soothing power. 
Her feet seem warmer. What an anxious hour ! 
O what a fearful day ! Henceforth always 
What dreams, what wakings, what dread nights and 

days ! 
It must be surely some distempered dream. 
My heart floats rocking in a sombre stream 
Unfathomable, no refuge can be found; 
Despair, or crime, or death lie all around. 
Ah ! let me try my senses to recall, — 
Between last night and this long ages fall ; 
Let me remember, if I can, retrace 
This gulf, which in an instant found its place ; 
Scan every step of this day's dire event, 
Which at a blow two souls asunder rent; 
The moment mark, when, from the height of bliss, 
God hurled me down to sorrow's dark abyss. 

The morning brightly rose, its beauty now 
Seems but a lure to hide the coming woe ; 
The air was mild as in a softer clime, 
The birds hopped gaily on the frozen rime. 
The impatient fawn the cheering breeze inhaled, 
All joyous seemed the day by fate assailed : 
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I felt impatient to be on my way. 

Laurence, alas, still quietly sleeping lay — 

The fawn, for fear her master should awake, 

Dared not her station at his feet forsake, 

But sorrowfully watched me start from home, 

As if oppressed by dread of ills to come. 

I started, tramped along with dazzled sight, 

(The frozen ice so strong threw back the light,) 

All glittering was the circumambient air; 

I tried, I found the frozen snow would bear — 

It crackled, when my footsteps o'er it pass, 

As if I trod on brittle, shivering glass. 

I shouted, rushed along with greater speed, 

Of motion and of air I felt such need ; 

I found the avalanche had made a bridge, 

I crossed the ravine on that snow-white ridge; 

It shook and rumbled as across I go. 

Drowning the waters' roar far, far below. 

I wished to profit by that archway steep 

To reach the valley almost at a leap, 

And see if our benevolent shepherd friend 

Had found a time our stores to thither send. 

I only found — " beware of venturing out :" 

That warning, too, was given by a shout. 

I turned away at once ; but since the morn 

Across the sky's broad dome thick clouds were drawn, 

The day had vanished that had seemed so bright. 

Hard on the dawn came dark and stormy night 
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The winds in frantic struggles to get free 
Stirred waves of fog as of a sluggish sea. 
Sometimes amidst the storm it thunder'd loud. 
As if a cannon's roar had rent the cloud ; 
And as the thunder rolled along the sky, 
The mountain shook as if it felt it nigh ; 
The cliffs resounded as the echoes passed, 
Like branches rustling with the mighty blast; 
I saw on every side the mist wind higher, 
Like smoke arising from a kindled fire; 
The crust grown softer with the increased heat, 
No longer formed a firm path for my feet. 
Slipping and hindered by the clogging snow. 
With every step I took I sank down low. 
I shuddered as I ran, afraid to think 
What could be done if that ice-bridge should sink, 
And leave me by the pathless ravine's side, 
O much more gladly would I there have died 
Than found myself thus cut off from the one 
Who looked for me ; ah blind I God's will be done ! 
One moment more ! it would have been too late. 
The melting, sinking ice had sealed my fate; 
The mass of snow, no longer firmly bound. 
Was rolling like a crumbling mountain down ; 
To reach the other side I madly dare 
One frantic leap — and I was safely there. 
The storm burst fierce, from every mountain side 
The tempest's foam rushed forth in angry tide; 
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Its swelling floods all things before them sweep, 
And choke with tossing blocks that ravine deep ; 
Our bridge but for a minute stops the road, 
The granite proves too weak for so great load; 
It totters, rolls, gives way, and leaves us quite 
Cut off from men upon this lonely height. 
I crouched low down beneath projecting rocks, 
Which shook as if they bore old ocean's shocks ; 
But safe I felt beneath that shelter strong, 
My refuge as the avalanche rolled along; 
Trembling I watched the angry torrent's roar, 
More dangerous by wrecks it downward bore; 
Its floods and winds swept o'er me as I clung, 
White seas of mists o'er the dread chaos hung. 
Then panting, with all power of thinking lost. 
Like a dead leaf by wanton breezes toss'd, 
I waited while the snow, piled flake on flake. 
Seemed for my living form a shroud to make. 
From my lone nook I watched the stormy war. 
The giant waves unrolling from afar, 
Ploughing huge furrows in confusion wild, 
Crest above crest upon each other piled, 
Meeting and breaking, sinking with a hush. 
Leaping to heaven again with mighty gush. 
Whirling in spray and falling. Scarcely then. 
Could I hold fast; again, and yet again. 
Against the stormy wave, with foot and hand, 
I strove for very life to firmly stand ; 
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Fixed as a statue in that dreary state, 

Delaying for so short a time my fate ; 

When any gleam of light was on me thrown, 

I thanked my God that I was there alone, 

That that dear boy, in peaceful tasks engaged, 

Knew not the fearful struggle which I waged ; 

I knew his love for me to well to think 

E'en from this dreadful peril he would shrink. 

Yet 'midst the dreadful chaos all around. 

The rolling waves, the blows, the storm's shrill sound, 

Twice when a lull, more fearful still, occurred, 

I fancied, though far off, I yet had heard 

Sobs of distress amidst the breezes rise, 

And my name mingled with despairing cries. 

My heart stood still. What if my friend were there ? 

It could not be, no angel e'en would dare 

That elemental strife to madly brave. 

And face the demons of the wind and wave. 

My heart beat wildly in this anguish sore ; 

The torture of suspense how long I bore 

I know not, for when death so close appears 

Each hour in danger might be endless years. 



At length a little lull : the light of day 
Again shone forth to guide me on my way; 
A gentle breeze from the chill North again 
Hardened the snow and froze the fiadling rain. 
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The moving masses, checked by sudden frost, . 

Gave me a path by which I homewards cross'd; 

I turned my face towards the glowing sun, 

And to the cavern in hot haste I run; 

I shouted loud, I called the boy by name. 

My heart sank in me when no answer came. 

A thought of terror flashed across my mind. 

He would brave death his wandering friend to find. 

I searched again all round the empty space 

To see if the soft snow bore any trace 

Of footsteps lately made ; what course he took ; 

I strove to scan the horizon with a look; 

My ear was strained to catch each sound I heard, 

As if my life had hung upon a word. 

Between the silence and my frantic cries 

A hundred times my heart within me dies ; 

I should have sunk, worn out, but, springing light. 

Our fawn leaped out ! I shuddered at the sight ; — 

She licked my hand, but yet uneasy seemed, 

As if my help elsewhere required she deemed ; 

Then bounding o'er the hill with hasty leap 

She took her course along the ravine deep; 

Sliding along the ledge her track I held. 

And, peering through the gulf, again beheld. 

Upon the slope of rocks whose naked feet 

And pointed tops were rough with frozen sleet. 

The faithful creature hurrying far below; 

Anon she stopped, and, scratching up the snow, 

K 
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A frozen body to the day-light brought, 
A young boy's lifeless form ! The speed of thought 
In airy realms could not have been more swift 
Than mine, as I rushed down that fatal rift 
There on the snow, stained crimson with his gore, 
Lay Laurence, fainting, bleeding, wounded sore ; 
It scarcely seemed that any life remained, 
So little warmth the frozen frame retained. 
I seized him, dreading lest it were too late; 
I scarcely felt the light and senseless weight; 
I bore him safely through that ravine wild, 
Like a fond mother bears her darling child, 
Unconscious of the load, as if the force 
My love supplied for that rough hurried course. 
In a few instants I had reached the cave; 
No signs of life my helpless burden gave. 
A fire I kindled, turned towards the blaze 
The death-cold feet, while on my knees I raised 
The senseless head, and strove, long time in vain, 
With voice and hand to call back life again. 
My lips seemed powerless to recall the breath, 
My strength too feeble thus to cope with death. 
I laid him down, and bound his bleeding head, 
And saw the wound upon his breast still bled; 
While tears and stains upon his garments shewed 
That blood from other wounds had also flowed ; 
To give him air and search out every hurt 
With trembling hands I open tore his shirt: — 
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A woman's bosom bared before me lay ! 
In instant fright I turned my eyes away; 
My head swam round, my senses almost fled; 
I stood unnerved by half-unconscious dread. 
But, clotted by the cold, the blood began 
To flow less freely, and, checked, backwards ran 
Into the chest, threatening the life to choke; 
The imminent danger my dull stupor broke, — 
The blood must passage find ; if not, she died ! 
I stooped, and to the wound my lips applied; 
It flowed, she woke, her bosom saw exposed, 
Blushed, and her eyes in fresh delirium closed; 
Fever upon her works its cruel will. 
Raving or mourning she lies senseless still ; 
She scolds, repulses, fondles me again; 
Ah now she sleeps, but when she wakes ! what then ? 



December Sfh, Morning. 

The weaiy night at length away has rolled. 

Often I chafed her hands so icy cold. 

Against my bosom rested her small feet, 

Striving by all means to recall the heat. 

Close by her side I placed our favourite fawn, 

In hopes the warmth from such close contact drawn 

Might gradually through the whole body spread, 

And animate the limbs that seem'd half dead ; 
K 2 
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With lukewarm water gently laved her &ce, 
Cleansing the blood from each sore bruised place. 
At length with joy I heard the breathing deep 
That marked the stealing on of quiet sleep ; 
When languor after fierce delirium came, 
And sheer exhaustion calmed the weakened frame ; 
I seized the chance while she thus prostrate lay 
To wash the hardened clots of blood away ; 
Linen I tore : with the unravelled thread 
Sewed up the wounds that open might have bled; 
The ringlets from her brow I softly cleared, 
And bathed the face so suffring that appeared ; 
Her side next claimed my care ; a bandage round 
The gaping wound with care I gently bound, 
Then softly placed her on the couch again, 
Trembling as if to touch her were profane ; 
She seemed as helpless as a new-bom child. 
As sacred as an angel undefiled. 



December %thy Evening. 

A stolen glance she timidly has thrown 

On me, then whispered in a tender tone, 

" Tis true, you know it ! O, if doomed to death, 

Pardon I beg for with my latest breatli. 

I have deceived you, for my father's sake ; 

I could not break the oath he forced me take ; 
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D)ring he made to me this last appeal, 
That I my sex to no one would reveal; 
Whether he thought my danger would be less 
In boyish garb than in my maiden dress, 
Whether some unknown ill he blindly fear*d 
I know not; I obeyed, his will revered. 
But oh ! the pangs I suffered for your sake ! 
How oft I longed my plighted word to break ! 
To burst the bar between us, that my heart 
To yours might rush and from you never part. • 
I tried — I will not the whole truth withhold — 
I often tried the secret to unfold; 
But ever some reluctance held me back, 
Courage to speak I always seemed to lack; 
I dared not use the very chance I sought, 
My burning blushes mounted at the thought. 
I knew your life, your pious unstained youth, 
I feared to shock you by the naked truth; 
I feared to see your start, your angry look, 
To hear your cold, contemptuous, stem rebuke; 
My life or death upon your accents hung, 
I must have died if from your presence flung ; 
The dreadful trial I dared not undergo. 
Nor stake my life upon a single throw. 
Better it seemed to yield to that decree 
Which brought me so mysteriously to thee : 
To enjoy the present bliss ; to leave the rest 
For God to unveil, when it pleased Him best. 
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Ah me ! my secret is now told too well ; 
Your heart may bid you my fond prayer repel; 
But Oh ! may I that dreadful pang not know ! 
I feared no storm, if I with you might go, 
I welcomed perils that by you were shared, 
I recked not for my life so yours were spared. 
You know all now, forgive me e'er I die !** 

Can Angels even reach a point so high? 
Can they, unshrinking, play so hard a part, 
Torture themselves and crush a loving heart? 
I, feeble mortal, human flesh and blood, 
Could not find strength to deal a blow so rude : 
To give that gentle breast such smarting pain, 
To cast her off, to break our souls in twain. 
" My child," I said, " my poor forsaken dove, 
I blame you not, I prize your artless love; 
I love you too; dismiss your timid fear; 
No name on earth I count for you too dear; 
(No need for me the long roll to repeat,) 
May God give light to guide our doubting feet? 
In this sweet home His 'hand for us has fi:amed 
Let us like spirits lead a life unblamed: 
Leave Him to judge the nature and degree 
Of our fond love, whatever it may be," 
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December ^th, 1794, Evening. 

One would have thought life given by my word ; 
Her beating heart the covering mantle stirred; 
" What happiness," said she, " on me descends ! 
Brother and sister, no more merely friends, 
Brother and sister ! If any name more dear 
Be found on earth that name you sure shall hear. 
Spite of this fatal truth, you love me still ! 
Tis your true self!" "Yet Laurence you did ill 
In hiding aught; love should full trust receive. 
Child, you have made me my own self deceive ; 
Daily I ran the risk of guilty shame. 
Mistaking love for friendship's purer fl^ne; 
Your sweet companionship, your face so fair 
Unutterable bliss must make me share; 
But yet a time will come when I must fly. 
And then in grief and shame lie down to die. 
Consider what I am, an oath-bound priest 
Held fast by vows from which is no release; 
To God I gave myself by solemn vow, 
I can not, ought not seek to break it now. 
I can not shrink back in this hour of need 
When martyrs to the truth so nobly bleed ; 
I can not from the Church my steps retrace, 
Forsake my God, choose for myself my place. 
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I dare not act, I must in patience wait 

Till from God's servants I may learn my fate. 

Now only think to live ; our rocky bridge 

Has vanished quite; no man can reach this ridge 

Until the floods again have disappeared, 

And to this mount the way afresh is cleared; 

Nought but the eagle's wing this gulf could span ; 

God bids us, then, be happy while we can." 

" Dear Jocelyn," said she, " I now shall live, 

(In death itself this voice would fresh life give,) 

Not only live, but happy be always. 

It matters not what vows control your days. 

Your labour here below, your toilsome care; 

Your path, God grant I that with you may share ! 

Let me but see and hear as now I do, 

Your shadow be, devote myself to you. 

Be everywhere your sister and your slave, — 

I feel content, no other lot I crave. 

You love me, 'tis enough; whatever betide 

I care not if your love with me abide." 



Same datCy later, 

" But," said I next, " know you, my dearest friend, 
The priest to solitude is by God condemned? 
He ne'er may bear husband's or lover's name, 
Nor give to one what all alike should claim. 
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If God commands, I must not, dare not shrink ; 
I must e'en to the dregs this hard cup drink; 
Time will give strength our mutual want to loose." 
" Listen," said she ; " death I would rather choose — 
What dreamest thou of? Did not God unite 
Us whom He planted here, forgotten quite? 
Has He not joined us, though in exile sore. 
By stronger ties than e'er bound hearts before? 
Has He not given you me, a waif, a stray, 
A charge you can not, dare not, cast away? 
Dare you consider pleasing to the Lord 
To leave me to a lot as death abhorred? 
Must your own life be laid down as a gift 
Acceptable, mine, too, by force bereft? 
Will He not hate the cruel gift you bring? 
Will not remorse for me still keenly sting? 
Oh no, no problem is the will of Heaven ; 
I yield to the decree so plainly given — 
Given in this solitude so wild and drear. 
Given in the heart His hand has opened here. 
Given in this overturn of earthly things 
Which unsought happiness thus strangely brings. 
Yes, God be thanked, my bliss is law to thee, 
All other thoughts you lay aside for me." 
I stood in doubt j my lips she gently closed. 
And drew me to the couch where she reposed ; 
" O Jocel)ni, swear to me," she murmured thus, 
"To me your sister, your weak orphan trust; 
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Pledge me the oath that God himself ordains. 
I yield to death unless your hand sustains; 
My life depends upon the words you speak; 
From you alone my life or death I seek." 
Her earnest gaze, her speaking mouth besought 
The answer with bright joy or sorrow fraught; 
Responsive pleadings in my heart I feel; 
A look sufficed my lasting faith to seal; 
My lips pressed on her hand with burning kiss. 
Called her to life and life-restoring bliss. 



December 12th, 1794. 

Daily she mends, until recovered strength 
Enables her to quit her couch at lengdi, 
With tottering steps, supported by my care, 
To walk abroad and breathe the fresh cold air. 
O Winter Sun, that gild'st this lofty height, 
Sure on no paler flower thy chill rays light ! 
O how I love her weakness to sustain, 
Her beauteous, sinking form to closer strain, 
To think without me those frail limbs so fair 
Could not support the weight I gladly share! 
How dear the task, before her, as we go. 
To scrape the ice and smoothly frozen snow. 
For fear that pretty foot she just displays 
Should harm sustain upon these slippery ways. 
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How her soft sighs, her gentle modest glance, 
The happy sparkles in her eyes that dance, 
The half-felt beatings of her fluttering heart 
To my enraptured soul fresh bliss impart! 
How great reward for all my pains these prove ; 
Add to my joy, half madden me with love ! 



January 6th, 1795. 

Pure blood, a mind at ease and calm repose 
Have soon prevailed her gaping wounds to close. 
Life's breath her tears has dried; her face resumes 
Its wonted charms and, though pale, sweetly blooms ; 
As on a rose while yet the dewdrops lie 
The globules sparkle through the beams that dry. 
But for this angel's suflferings even yet, 
E'en in this bliss, my heart would feel regret 
For those long nights when o'er her watch I kept. 
Counted in fear her breathings as she slept. 
Feeling in doubt if yet her low pulse beat ; 
With cooling hand relieved the fever heat; 
Moved the weak frame she lost the power to rule ; 
Moistened her lips with water clear and cool ; 
Flew to her pillow if I heard her sigh ; 
Watched slumber gentiy close the wearied eye; 
Or if ungentle sleep too soon took flight — 
Scared by some dream of terror and affright — 



1 
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Came at a cry to soothe the child's alarm 

And, by her bed half leaning on my arm, 

To calm her down brought from my active bram. 

Or from my memory's store, some touching strain 

Of lovers like ourselves from all apart, 

Their world themselves, and their own loving heart 

In God's vast wildemess of nature lost 

Upon some nameless isle by fortune toss'd, 

Such strains as lovers dream when day dawns clear. 

As mothers sing to calm an infant's fear. 

Until I saw the clouds forsake her brow, 

And through her silky lashes quiet tears flow; 

While o'er my fingers in bright skeins of gold 

Her pretty tresses lovingly I rolled. 



February^ i795- 

Sometimes strange feelings I can scarce express, 

Of timid, shrinking, modest bashfulness 

Steal o'er my soul as I recall her sex : 

My speech prevent, my troubled mind perplex; 

But she in virgin innocence is free t 

From this half-guilty shame that tortures me; 

Her fresh young love continues still the same, 

Unchanged in nature, altered but in name ; 

A child's warm love within her bosom burns 

That ever to one cherished thought returns, 
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And knows not in its happy ignorance 

That love can be ought else but innocence. 

She, since our mutual love was freely told, 

Has been less shy, more tender and more bold; 

Appeals to me with more confiding care 

Than if I claimed a brother's rights to share. 

She cannot understand why, since that day, 

I am more cold though love has stronger sway ; 

Why shuddering I should strive to keep off now 

Her gentle lips which reach to kiss my brow. 

Alas I cannot as before sustain 

Those looks of love where heart meets heart again ; 

Nor feel her arm around me, nor her head 

In peaceful slumber on my bosom laid. 

Nor let my face, swept by her tresses fair. 

Stir as the stream stirs 'neath the Summer air, 

Nor hear her artless love so unrepress'd, 

Nor let her cheek against my forehead rest; — 

And when, like children sporting with the fire, 

I gently chide and from her side retire. 

Or all unstrung rush out abroad to find 

A cooling influence in the icy wind. 

She weeps, and says my love for her has flown, 

Or pouts, and will not let me move alone; 

A gentle smile affords her quick relief; 

She prattles on and we foiget all grief. 
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Marck^ 1795* 

Lest we to virtue's laws should prove untrue, 
After our nightly prayer we say adieu, 
A resting place apart by each is found: 
For her the rock, for me the outside ground — 
A mossy, leafy nook, deep hid in shade 
That I beside the sheltering rock have made;- 
There, posted like a dog, strict guard to keep, 
I, anxious, watch that she may calmly sleep. 
Over my body only outside foes 
Can pass to her, can break her quiet repose. 
Tis happiness to think 'midst snow and wind 
That she a shelter in this rock can find. 
That o*er this angel I to watch have power. 
And guard untouched until the blissful hour 
When God, Whose blessings on true love abide, 
Unworthy as I am, makes her my bride. 
O rapturous thought, how hard to be represt. 
That there she sleeps, there calmly takes her rest f 
Perhaps she wakes, love's flame within her bums; 
A hundred times to the same thought she turns ; 
The angels only view her charming grace 5 
*Twixt her and me 'tis but one single pace; — 
O often, driven from my fevered bed. 
By raging passion scarce kept silent led. 
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Like to a madman rushing through the night, 
Flying the form that ever meets my sight, 
Like some strayed fawn that seeks its native home 
To tire my strength o'er the whole mount I roam, 
Seek in the freezing wind my flames to quench, 
From off the ice the chilling morsels wrench, 
Until fatigue and toil the mast'ry gain 
And, for a moment, sleep relieves my pain. 
Then from wild dreams of eager love I wake. 
And wait impatiently for day to break; 
Till Laurence, waking in the grotto shade. 
Has with neat hands her graceful form airayed; 
And, sleep still weighing down her lovely eyes. 
Like a fond sister greets me as I rise; 
Into the grotto calls me by my name; 
Leads me with her to the bright cheery flame 
That all night long has smouldered here alone, 
And warms my hands by chafing with her own. 



16M Marchy 1795. 

A half-felt reverence with my love is blent, 
And grows with each day in her converse spent 
To touch a being so divine seems wrong; 
To fall before her feet I often long. 
That she, of Nature lovely queen and head. 
Her lowly slave beneath her feet might tread. 
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Who one chaste couch with mutual love has blest, 
So that, like birds safe sheltered in the nest, 
Our offspring, happy sight, our eyes may greet, 
Sporting in childish mirth around our feet 



M<^y^ 1795- 

An infant ! at the thought upstarts a tear, — 

A being sprung from us, a likeness clear. 

Our heavenly love no more by earth concealed. 

Our union by a living love revealed, 

Our forms, our tones, our souls, our eVry thought 

By life's strong throes into one body brought; 

Sporting around us, whispering accents sweet, 

" I am you both ; see how in me you meet ; 

I am the hearth where, by your mutual flame 

Warmed into life, a soul to being came." 

This dream must rise in Heaven; and on earth 

Love only has the power to give it birth. 



Time flies; the year advancing day by day 
Already rolls along its flower-strewn way; 
O God, to Thee my constant thanks are given; 
Can brighter joy be found e*en in Thy Heaven ! 



FIFTH EPOCH. 



Grenoble^ August indy 1795. 

Night In hiding at the house of a 
poor Carpenter, 

I here ! O keep her Thou Almighty King ! 
Ye heav'nly angels grant your sheltering wing! 
What ! Laurence left to yon wild mountain's care ? 
Then has my broken heart no shame to bear? 



Yet how, my God, deny that dying friend 
Who his last moments calls me to attend ! 
Oh ! could I fail that pastor's voice to heed, 
My sole protector in my early need, 
Who, not for any merit but my woe. 
Forlorn, bereft of friendship here below, 
Opened that Levite home whose courts I trod. 
My master, friend, and father, giv'n by God ? 



When changed his palace for a prison's shame, 

And when to bear a bishop's sacred name 
L 2 
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Is made a crime : consigns him to the tomb, 

When stands the scaffold and foretells his doom, 

When of his cup the dregs alone remain, 

And when old memories uprise again, 

And, in his need, my name revives once more. 

And when he calls, my pity to implore. 

When wondrous chance, nay, God*s supreme decree, 

Ordains the martyr-cry shall mount to me. 

Where were my manhood if I did not fly. 

But left the saint without a friend to die ! 

No ! No ! base, ingrate, perjured were my heart ; 

Frenzy alone could play so base a part; 

E'en Laurence would approve this deed of mine ! 

Yes ! human fates are bound by links divine ! 
And ah ! how simply God's decrees unfold, 
Whilst we but prodigy and chance behold! 



A poor Savoyard in the Winter days 

His chalet leaves and in the prison stays 

At menial work : the warders rude and stern 

Assists in tasks severe, goodwill to earn ; 

When served the fare on which his charge are fed 

He goes contented to his garret-bed. 

That shepherd's nephew he, to whom alone 

The secret of our sheltering cave is known. 



<r 
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To him he hastes, the tidings to disclose — 
In chains the bishop judgment waits from foes — 
They oft converse — ^his fettered hand each day 
He deigns, in blessing, on his head to lay — 
Prepared he waits the crown that Heav'n decrees 
A saint of God, whose heart th' eternal sees ! — 
For respite of an hour he makes no plea — 
And has but one desire, ere death to see 
One of the Levite sons he taught of old, 
To whom a holy secret may be told — 
And often names, in tender tones and low, 
Jocelyn, the youngest — ^Ah ! could he but know ! — 
He would not leave his pastor to ascend 
The fatal steps unhelped by human friend ! 



Heav'n's prompting then the swain perforce must feel : 
Fain must the son the bishop seeks reveal; 
He whispers where he hid me in my need, 
And there that night those sons of mercy speed. 
To cross the gulf where angry torrents flow, 
A rope across, and round a tree they throw; 
They come : their steps resound : I leave the grot, 
But Laurence, wrapped in slumber, sees me not. 
The shepherd's sacred errand soon is told, — 
Conflicting passions now my bosom hold! 
Love struggles with devotion in my heart. 
Death will not wait! — a moment ere we part 



I(» 
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I ask : I spring within : a leaf I tear 

In haste from Laurence' holy book of prayer : 

These trembling words I write, " Sleep ! loved one, 

sleep ! 
Few hours this task from thee my steps shall keep." 
The writing, which my tear-drops half efface. 
Upon her pillow with cold hand I place. 
What an awaking hers ! O thought most dread ! 
I bend an instant o'er that slumbering head; 
Although she sleeps, it well nigh breaks my heart 
To see her smile as I to death depart; 
But should I wake her now I can not go ! 
I hear th' impatient guides stride to and fro; 
I kneel beside the bed to breathe a vow, 
And hide my lips, my eyes, my burning brow, 
Whilst on God's angels in my heart I call 
To see no harm this angel shall befall; 
I bless her with my hands, my tears, my gaze. 
Then tear my feet from where my heart yet stays. 
Far from my rock their way the shepherds wend; 
The myriad-knotted ladder we descend; 
I change my worn garb at their lone abode 
For a white shepherd's frock ; then take my road ; 
My feet, long naked, mountain shoes protect; 
Loose locks that o'er my shoulders stream unchecked. 
Bronze face, rough hands that frost has scarred and 

lined. 
Give me the semblance of a mountain hind. 
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Unchallenged through the villages we stray : 
I bear no stranger-signs which might betray. 
Soon through the city streets our steps we bend; 
My guide safe hiding finds me, as his fiiend ; 
I e'en may pass, with him, the prison wall — 
Yes, at the martyr's feet this day I fall ! 



The Hospital, Grenoble, 

August ^thy 1795, Evening, 

Where am I ? . . Would that blank were Reason's 

scroll ! . . . 
Ah Lord ! absolve Thou this insensate soul ! , . . 
Nay, rather strike this hesitating heart. 
Which hangs in doubt 'twixt vice and virtue's part. 
And in the rackings of delirium's night 
No longer knows if Heav'n be dark or bright ! 

I hate myself ! From self entomb me now ! 

The bishop blessed me ! . . Laurence ! . . Ah, 

hast thou? 
Bearer at once am I of health and bane : 
Whilst one hand saved, the other hand has slain ! 



Where am I ? whither now been bom to die ? 
All things are strange that meet my roving eye; 
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The poor hill-peasant's home this cannot be ! 
What means this long, white line of beds I see, 
Far through the gloom, each one resembling mine ? 
What, on the walls, this badge — ^the Christian sign ? 
What these white veils? these forms, these shades 

that flit 
Across the corridors so dimly lit: 
The curtains draw : bend down a tranquil head. 
Like a young mother by her children's bed? 
Oh ! here, by watch-light rays obscurely thrown, 
The miracle of Charity is shewn ! 
A home where blessings on the poor are shed ! 
God's house wherein the houseless lay their head ! 
Here brides of Christ keep watch by beds of pain, 
In whom each man a mother finds again ! 

7^e Same PlacCy August 6thj 1795, 

Morning, 

What has a day brought forth of sudden change ? 
Why give this name to me — my own, yet strange ? 
Whence this regard? these friends that round me 

close ? 
This gladsome look that in their faces glows? 
Paris, they say, has laid the tyrant low; 
Her year-long murder France has finished now. 
The empty dungeon opens wide its door, 
The badge of Christ stands in the church once more, 



"n 
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The mob its instruments of murder breaks, 
Its joy, its sorrow to the Altar takes; 
The death of yestermorning was the last \ 
They say that when the tragedy was past 
They bore me off drenched with the mart)rr's gore, 
Senseless, and deaf to all the wild uproar. 
And that deliverance-shout more loud than all 
Which seemed fair France forth from her tomb to call ; 
And, when the prison portals wide were thrown, 
The gaoler to the nuns my name made known. 



The Same Place, The Same Date, 

Evening, 
All sinks to rest ... a sister watches near . . . 
Day dawns upon my soul : my memories clear. 
Sleep on my eyelids will no longer lie ; 
To where my heart stays fain my feet would fly ; 
By morning light I shall my strength regain — 
Scarce yet these feet their body can sustain — 
The sisters then will let me leave my bed, 
To seek the meeting which, O Lord, I dread ! 
Oh ! in this endless, sleepless, fevered heat 
My thoughts past scenes and agonies repeat ! 
Through long, dim tracts of memory I soar. 
Snapped threads rejoining painfully once more; 
My burdened brain goes wand'ring in a maze 
Whilst on the picture of my life I gaze. 
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I see it all. Truth's outlines now are plain. 
I live that day of horror o'er again! 



The bishop's judge — ordained by rabble rude — 

Had giv'n the death-decree, in angry mood. 

At night I passed the gaol and heard the clang 

As on the scaffold dull the hammer rang. 

I entered in : the steep descent began ; 

The long and dismal stairs with moisture rsm ; 

And on the slime I slipped, of that cold floor ; 

It seemed as though each step was trod in gore. 

The vaults, still redolent with holy tears. 

The cold, dark, sweat-distilling walls and piers. 

Seemed to preserve the record of man's pain ; 

The very flags gave back a dread refrain; 

As though those Stairs of Death, those walls so bare, 

The doomed men's sweat of agony could share ! 

A passage deep and gloomy as the grave 

Admission to the dreadful dungeon gave. 

'Twas all of rock except the narrow door 

Which barred the vault and massive hinges bore. 

With practised hand the bolts the warder drew, 

And with a groan the portal open flew. 

His lantern chased in part the misty gloom, 

And cast a cold, wan radiance round the room, 
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And showed the old man, blinded by the light, 
Staring, but sightless, in the dungeon's night; 
The rays, which on his figure chanced to fall, 
Outlined it sharp against the dark cell wall, 
As though, the dungeon's insult to redeem, 
A saintly aureole had lent its beam. 

Chained to the wall, and scanty space allowed; 

The heavy fetters his tall figure bowed; 

The shreds of what were robes when there he came 

Scarce served to hide his prison-wasted frame; 

One hand was in the coverlet enwound — 

The coarse, white prison cloth which wrapped him 

round. 
The other served the ponderous chain to hold 
Which o'er the bare arm hung in many a fold ; 
His feet, bound up in sandal-rags alone. 
With cold impurpled shiv'ring beat the stone. 
A heap of mildewed straw in dank decay. 
Which still preserved the impress where he lay; 
A wooden vessel which his soup contained ; 
A cup wherein some wine-drops still remained ; 
Such were the comforts of this palace rude, 
Its bed, its dishes, beverage and food. 
But the pinched features of his face sublime. 
His scanty hair, dust-stained and blanched by time. 
Which on his worn brow rested like a crown. 
And o'er his shrunken bosom rippled down. 
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His beard untouched by steel for twelve months* space, 
Which lay like foam upon his hollow ^e, 
His sunken eyes black-rimmed with sufferings dire 
Which glowed in orbits dark like coals of fire, 
His gaze enfeebled by that livelong night 
Fixed on us but from eyeballs reft of sight, 
His bushy brows which Power's plain warrant bore. 
His parted lips which peaceful smiles played o'er, 
His lineaments subdued to Concord's reign, 
Where Resignation seemed to welcome Pain, 
(For flesh in him by Faith was captive driv'n,) 
A glory shone from all ! To me 'twas giv'n 
To see, methought, one of those saints who bring 
Heav'n's news to man, who bide 'neath angels' wing. 
By bread concealed from man sustain their breath, 
Eioilt in torture and seek life by death. 

And ent'ring, blinded by this vision bright, 

I sank upon the rock in deep affright; 

Forced with some hidden guidance to comply 

And daring neither to approach nor fly. 

The gaoler cried " God give thy soul repose ! 

Behold the youth \ my task has reached its close." 

And laying down his lantern out he passed. 

And shut the clanging door upon us fast. 

" 'Tis thou my child ! O let these eyes behold ! 

O last great joy, in this last hour to fold 
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To my poor breast a brother in the Lord ! 

Brothers we are, in faith and in accord. 

I thank Thee, Father, Whose unbounded grace 

Has hid this gift in store for life's worst case ! 

Full deeply have I drained my cup of gall : 

Lo, a foretaste of Heav'n comes last of all ! 

My son, death nears me; very soon will break 

The endless mom which my last sleep shall wake ; 

To-morrow, Heav'n's hosannahs I 'begin, 

To-day, I am a mortal clothed in sin; 

Ere to the Holy Place my soul must go. 

The priest's absolving stream should o'er it flow; 

Charged a great Christian flock to sanctify, 

I must bequeathe my fold before I die. 

And only to a consecrated hand 

The keys can pass which Heav'n's blest gat'es 

command ; 
For pardon to a priest I fain must bow. 
Once I bestowed it, I implore it now. 
But now, the men that Heav'n's commission bore 
Proscribed, pursued, the wide world wander o'er; 
Exile and prison and the deadly knife 
Snatch all who to their God had vowed their life; 
There only then remain the Levite bands — 
You, who not yet have tied your holy hands. 
Of Heav'n I asked one, on my bended knee. 
And God inspired me to remember thee ; 
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(O that my heart has rightly fathomed thine !) 

I knew that, faithful to the call divine, 

To prison and the scaffold thou would'st fly, 

Enticed by martyrdom and glad to die, 

That thou, the more 'twas chaiged with frightfid pain, 

The more contentedly my cup would'st drain . . ." 

I answered not, nor heard what roxxt, he said ; 

Confused and flushed with shame I bent my head 

"Must I yet speak!" he cried, "Heav'n's counsels 

ask 
An ordained priest ; and thine, my son, the task ! 
A double holocaust this place must see. 
And thou art chosen by divine decree. 
Upon the margin of my grave I tread, — 
Receive the chrism : son, incline thy head ! 
Then, when the Spirit comes to thee with power, 
A dying sinner at thy feet I cower 
And take from thee the Sacrifice Divine, 
The bread of parting and the anguish-wine. 
Bow, that a martyr's hand may consecrate! 
Perish thyself Christ's emblems to create 1 " 
" Hold, father, hold !" — I pushed the sign aside, 
" Tremble and stay, I am not meet," I cried, 
" My soul is God's, for Church my blood shall pour, 
But O my world-stained days are mine no more I 
Heav'n would not have such sacrifice be done : 
A stroke that cleaves two hearts, two deaths in one ! " 
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His eye searched mine, his face grew sternly pale; 
Then with a stammering tongue I told my tale; — 
The path I through my two-years' absence trod : 
The young girl to my desert sent by God : 
Her deep despair : my sweet consoling task : 
The love long hidden under friendship's mask: 
That garb deceptive she was wont to wear, 
Which led me, wamingless, toward the snare : 
The fatal secret, too late brought to light : 
Our plighted troth : my unsuspected flight ; 
Full soon, I said, my death would Laurence slay; 
If thus I snatched my plighted hand away. 
If, e'en for Heav'n, I played the traitor's part, 
'Twere better that a dagger pierced her heart. 
I ceased; his angry features bore the while 
A look of horror or a scornful smile. 
"This, child's thy weighty secret then," he cried, 
" Which any but a pastor would deride ! 
Oh by what shameful and what puny snares 
The tempter thee for sacrilege prepares ! 
Fool, on this fatal chance with gladness think 
Which snatches thee from yawning ruin's brink. 
The Guileful Spirit, ready to destroy, 
Well knew thy soul, and what wiles to employ; 
Should God's elect escape the snares of sin 
He through their virtues strives their souls to win. 
Oh rend the toils ! Oh learn to blush with shame ! 
What ! — the wild dreams of one whom trifles flame, 
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When a young girl by chance has' shared his lot — 
Woes of a heart which its own depths knows not — 
Friendship in which a dang'rous love has root, 
Of idle solitude the evil fruit — 
Emotions, sighs and pressures of the hand, 
Things which can not a day's life's storms withstand — 
Games of two children far from parents' eyes, 
Who take for love the childish dreams that rise — 
Absurdest trifling of the thoughts and heart — 
Thesty then, are all from which thou'rt called to part ! 
These are the bait, the motive to betray 
The vow to which thou'rt called in this great day ; 
For these my death of peace thou would'st bereave : 
Priestless the Church, God-less the world would'st 

leave ! 
Doubtless, in these dark days of wild uproar, 
When altars oft are splashed with priestly gore, 
When from their cells the priests, as soon shall I, 
March to the scafibld, for their faith to die. 
Whilst earth the red strife sees with wild affright 
'Twixt Martyrdom and Law's misgoverned might, 
And waits to know with which its lot to cast : 
Whether the deathsman wins or we at last, — 
Doubtless, a soldier of the house of God 
Who once the shining path of duty trod. 
Will not for God's great war his name enrol, 
But in a wanton love will waste his soul, 
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And to the scaffold where his brethren bleed 
Strange women as an offering will lead, 
Thinking what wreck of temples of the Lord 
Will hiding for his couch of shame afford !" 
" My father spare me ! O what rash reply ! 
Heav'n knows how little I have feared to die : 
Knows that I hither sprang in eager haste 
Though death confronted : death I fain would taste ; 
Zeal-blind, no longer man but saint alone, 
Our hearts, alas, thou judgest by thy own ! 
Thou think'st my heart has only caught at best 
A dream of glorious love from that young breast, 
That she will soon forget, that I could roll 
Back to The Church the love that fills my soul, 
That blood and tears my heart would soon set free, — 
From blameless perjury absolved by thee. 
That this affection rooted in the breast. 
This blended life, this dream — a year possessed, — 
This beam which warmed our lives with fostering 

light, 

Could vanish like a vision of the night. 
More truly learn how deep love's course may run ! 
It links two lives with strong-knit weft in one; 
Unstruck by shame, unslain by slander's breath, 
It lives, more quick than life, more strong than 

death." 
"Silence!" he cried, " this hour thou dost profane — 
Heav'n's time by right — this dungeon, this my chain ; 

M 



1 62 Jocdyn. 

O, that a martyr (though scarce worth the name) 
Should hear these waQs resound such words of shame ! 
Who speaks of love, in this black silence bound ? 
Think where thou art; insensate, gaze around! 
Behold these limbs which with'ring here have lain. 
These heav'nward-lifted hands bruised by their chain. 
This death-bed of The Church, with visions rife — 
Dreams of her Bridegroom's kiss, giv'n by the knife. 
This sepulchre of Death where Life is thrown, 
AVhich opens on eternity alone, 
These fetters, rusting all our limbs around, 
Which to his members Jesus Christ have bound,^ 
This bread of bitterness, this gall-mixed cup. 
On which Heav'n's wedding guests may richly sup, — 
Tis in the face of such a witness-band 
And me, who ready to be offered stand. 
That thou hast dared of mortal loves to speak ; 
Thou, bound by vows the altar's steps to seek; 
Thou whom that altar's woe and stains of gore 
Should draw by bonds more sacred than before ! 
What bitterness in death thou bring'st to me ! 
Thou become traitor ! No, it may not be ! 
Thou wilt not stain a life so purely passed. 
And in my face this lie thou can'st not cast, 
Nor wormwood can'st an old man give to drink. 
Who asks for water by the grave's dark brink. 
Nor leave a father's soul to breast Death's waves 
Without the absolution which it craves, 
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Nor dar*st confess, no priest, before he fell, 

Gave him the benediction and farewell! 

Ah for this hour how deeply have I sighed! 

I prayed that HeaVn would but some priest provide, 

From God to tell me, ere should fall the knife, 

*Z^, / absolve thee; enter into lifeP 

To whom on death's chill eve I might resign 

The cup of blood, the sacrificial wine 

Which my maimed fingers can no longer pour, 

And holy bread which I may bless no more. 

And when the angel, hearing as I cried. 

Brings thee from Heaven to thy father's side, 

And when to make this hour of death divine 

Wants but a word . . . thou'lt give no word 

of thine I 
Child, on thy heart by these last tears I call. 
Which on thy filial hands firom sad eyes fall. 
By these blanched locks which prisons have worn white, 
These limbs the scaffold claims at morning light. 
By all my care to keep thy soul from blame, 
By thy pure mother, by that woman's name 
Who, could she now behold, with virgin gaze. 
Would, eager, beckon thee to duty's ways, 
Who, as Christ's child, would urge this sacrifice. 
Nor wish thee life at such a shameful price. 
Tear off the bandage from thy blinded eyes ; 
Speak ! that the word may with me reach the skies !" 
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With the great sweat-drops falling from my face 

I strode about, with hesitating pace: 

Abashed and moody, long in silence bode. 

With superhuman wrath his visage glowed; 

His form expanding tow'red, as though his thought 

A cubit's increase in his stature wrought; 

His fettered arm was raised with gesture dread; 

His faith a glory o'er the dungeon shed; 

I seemed to see the fire which filled his brain 

Writhing and leaping in its dark domain; 

His words with anger and emotion rung, 

Like curses from the lips of prophets flung : 

(Terrible voice of Judah's lions bold!) 

" Since then to all my tears thy heart is cold, 

Since e'en a father who must soon expire 

Fails to relume in thee faith's sinking fire, 

Since thou dost halt between thy love's base dregs 

And the salvation which an old man begs. 

With Jesus' sheep or shepherds part nor lot 

Is thine : depart from me . . . I know thee not ! 

This Calv'ry leave, where drops thy Master's gore, 

Thou'rt but an executioner the more ; 

Dastard, thou art unworthy to stand by 

Whilst Christian warriors for duty die. 

More fit to keep the street whilst those who slay 

Before thy feet their bloody garments lay! 

Yes, quit my shadow, leave this holy ground; 

But ah ! how changed from him who entrance found ! 
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Leave, but remember that God's wrath is hung 
0*er thee and her." . . . "O father stay thy 

tongue ! 
No curse for her ! pour all upon my head !" 
His pow*r — my terror — at a glance he read, 
As woodmen mark the tott'ring of the tree ; 
And in dread accents " hark ! " he cried, " to me : " 
(And seemed like one who stood, his voyage o'er. 
Speaking to mortals from the further shore,) 
" Life has one hour of light, when Christians stand 
Between the two worlds, on the border land; 
For them, prepared their mortal frame to quit, 
Both banks of Time's abyss by truth are lit. 
The airs of HeaVn already round them play 
And light their darkness with immortal day. 
The full significance of life is known. 
And their last words assume prophetic tone. 
Boldly they speak, with confidence are heard ; 
The voice of God rings in each dying word. 
Such is this hour ! From Him Who cannot en- 
There comes this word my inmost soul to stir. 
He bids me snatch with more than mortal hand 
One of His sons, by worldly snares trapanned. 
And gives my words the force of fate. With me 
It rests to answer for my lips' decree. 
And for the holy violence I use, 
Which throws thee prostrate and thy soul subdues. 
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The God who thunders by my voice obey!" 
His hands, his chains' load heavy on me lay; 
I thought I felt God's hand: that thunders broke, 
Which crushed me to the earth with crashing stroke. 
Stiffened with horror, sense-bound by the spell, 
Speechless and breathless at his feet I fell; 
A change divine through all my being passed, 
And he uplifted me, a priest at last ! . . . 



The old man in his turn before me knelt. 
Confession made of all he thought and felt, 
Then bade me celebrate the rite divine; 
An angle of the rock our only shrine ; 
Before the tear-stained altar I then stood 
To give, with trembling hand, the heavenly food; 
For elements weak wine and blackened bread, 
Poor emblems of the life for mortals shed ; 
The flickering rays of our dim lamp supplied 
The image of the Light Who for us died ; 
My trembling lips repeated slow and sad 
The words of consecration, as he bade; 
At the most solemn moment of the rite — 
That where the priests the Lord's last words recite, 
And see His body on the altar laid — 
My thoughts, the hour, the place, the darksome 
shade, 
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The holy accents echoing through the gloom, 
The kneeling man, so soon to meet his doom, 
Begging with anxious glance the bread of life, 
The dull reaction of my inward strife, 
The feeling that my sacrifice was sealed 
To Him Whose love was by this rite revealed, 
All these, and many another solemn thought 
Combining, faith in full perfection wrought; 
I seemed to see the suffering, pitying Lord 
Drawn down from Heaven by the holy word, 
Descend, and, — ^marvel of Almighty grace, — 
The bread and wine by His own form replace; 
And thus, through the weak means our faith prepared, 
His very body and His blood we shared; 
The saint received it with love's warm delight; 
The lamp went out ... It was no longer night. 

The hour of death drew near, the outside noise 
Had made it known before the jailor's voice 
Summoned the victim, who was then unchained, 
Though of the fetters cruel marks remained. 
His frame, on which long years their work had 

wrought. 
In that sad journey needed my support; 
Clothed as a guard I walked close by his side. 
That thus my arm might help required provide; 
Blessing his murderers both by word and look. 
To death, as to a feast, his way he took; 
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Knowing that victories in faith's wars depend 

On firm endurance even to the end. 

My hand it was, the needfid succour lent 

As, tottering, up the scaffold's steps he went; 

I stood with him, while swa3dng to and fro 

The crowd blasphemed and jeered him from below ; 

He heeded not the taunts upon him thrown. 

But looked for sympathy to me alone; 

He found it. By the knife's accursed gleam 

I saw his face with holy rapture beam. 

As if e'en then his look his love would tell. 

Stained with the martyr's blood to earth I fell. 

Hearing, confusedly, the shouts that rose; 

Whether the dread of blood my spirit froze. 

Or whether the forced strength, that had sustained 

So long as my appointed work remained, 

Now that my task was done, the old man dead, 

Forsook me, and with it my senses fled — 

I know not; I felt Laurence was renounced 

And sank beneath the doom my heart pronounced ! 



The Same Place and Night 

I breathe again ! Praise to His Holy Name 
Who everywhere is always still the same! 
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A sister of the bishop, full of grace, 

Who lives unto the Lord, hid in this place. 

Has heard the story of my secret woe 

And promised to the mount herself to go. 

To take the child and watch o'er her sad state 

Until her friends have learned her lonely fate, 

And send to seek her, that the tardy law 

May name and property again restore. 



August 12th, 1795. 

Preceded by the sister, with her guide, 
I climbed alone this mom the mountain side; 
Lingering, doubting, stopping on the way 
Like men who in forbidden pastures stray. 
Arrived at length at the swift torrent's brink, 
Whose volume the hot sun had caused to shrink, 
I found a bridge had been across it made 
Formed by two trees beside each other laid 
And fastened that the whole, might firmly stand 
By the kind guiding shepherds' friendly hand. 
They had just crossed, their voices I could hear. 
And, knowing well what ravines I could clear. 
While they were doubting which pass might be right 
I reached the grotto ere they came in sight. 
But, fevered with my haste, I scarce dared look. 
Courage and strength my beating heart forsook; 
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I bent towards the opening of the rock, 

Holding the ivy, dreading still the shock, 

Breathless, with breaking heart and haggard eye 

I glanced if Laurence I could there espy ; 

I saw her; to my tongue her dear name rose. 

But oh I dared not my weak lips unclose; 

She in her maiden bloom left there alone 

Half knelt, half leant against the hard cold stone ; 

Her face was sad, as if a load of care 

Upon her heart its traces had left there; 

Her listless arms were thrown, as I could see, 

Around the fawn which nestled by her knee, 

And fitfully she now and then caressed 

The fawn, which seemed with open ear to rest. 

Looking at Laurence with a wistful eye 

As if to ask how long she there would lie; 

Her locks disordered fell beneath her cap. 

Her looks betokened dread of some mishap. 

Beneath her drooping lashes softly stole 

Big tears which seemed without her will to roll, 

Her unquiet breathing, sobs, and deep-drawn sighs 

Shewed what sad thoughts within her breast would 

rise. 
At length the approaching footsteps' pattering sound 
Fell on her ear; she sprang up with a bound, 
At once to hope and life renewed she woke: 
Rushed out : — " O Jocelyn !" — ^'twas all she spoke. 
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The sister's form appeared — "What do I see?'* 
She cried, half fainting, "Oh where then is he?" 
Leaning against the rock, with eye half glazed. 
Upon the lady and her guides she gazed. 
** My darling," said the lady, " do not fear ; 
As my own child to me you shall be dear ; 
God, Who once gave, now takes away your brother ; 
But sends me in his place, a loving mother." 
Then in few words she told the tale of woe : 
How God had claimed me by a sudden blow. 
What vows upon me, spite mjrself, were pressed, 
How in the Church heart-bleeding now I rest. 
" It was a pleasant dream ; though now you mourn, 
Comfort upon your heart will quickly dawn ; 
All that will soon remain of what has been 
Will be sweet thoughts and one true friend unseen." 
Laurence heard all with looks of blank despair. 
And motionless through fear stood rooted there ; 
Her hand was raised the sister back to wave. 
As warding off the blow her message gave. 
Her eyes dilating strayed o'er vacant space, 
Her lips were quivering, deathly pale her face, 
Her sorrow put all power of speech to flight. 
She seemed a marble form so still, so white. 
But suddenly a faint, reviving flush 
Of hope within her raised an angry blush ; 
Her hair, which hung in dark, dishevelled curls. 
Waved as the billows which the tempest hurls ; 
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Her lip began to curl, as angry scorn 
Replaced the sad look she before had worn; 
The pious sister's hands with terror shook, 
The shepherds shrank back from that wrathful look. 
" You lie," said she, " whoever you may be ! 
Retiun alone, you shall not thus trick me; 
You thought I was an infant you could school; 
Depart, you can not thus my heart befool ; 
You thought to make his absence serve your turn 
And bear me off before he could return ; 
Madam, yourself you now may undeceive, 
More light the task to force my soul to leave 
This mortal frame, or these firm rocks to drop 
Into their primal atoms. Here I stop." 
Her voice vibrated through the cave again; 
Her hands she clenched as in convulsive pain. 
And grasped so firmly the supporting block 
That her slight fingers seemed to crush the rock. 
The sister spoke — " Poor child, with love distraught, 
How can we make you realise the thought?" 
Her voice broke down, with trembling hand she tried 
To wipe her tears; this Laurence soon espied; 
" Tears, tears," cried she in the shrill tone of fear 
" Where speech persuades not, shall I trust a tear ? 
If they were Ipng would they pity show?" 
The dreadful doubt again renewed her woe; 
But drawing her cold hand across her face 
Like one who dreadful dreams away would chase, 
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"No, no," said she, "I never will believe 

He, like a perjured knave, would me deceive; 

More cruel than Cain he would be to forsake 

Me whom my dying father bade him take, 

To leave me like a poor forsaken sheep 

To perish here upon this mountain steep. 

Me his pet orphan child, his very own. 

Who am alive through his fond care alone; 

He could not all his tender love forego; 

I will not yield to such a crushing blow; 

It can not be that he has made that vow. 

That he, so spotless once, is faithless now. 

That that one heart, my only shelter found, 

Has sunk beneath my weight like treacherous ground ; 

His fall would drag me down to living death; — 

It is not so — ^You speak with lying breath. 

Your lie is blasphemy against his fame, 

I would not heed though from his mouth it came." 

Then, with a lower voice and drooping air, 

"Jocelyn, brother, where are you? Oh where? 

If you could only hear these creatures lie 

How fiercely you to my defence would fly! 

Your look alone would put them to the blush. 

Your angry glance at once their meanness crush; 

Jocelyn, Jocel)ai, I summon you; 

Come, come, and Laurence from their hands rescue ; 

Come, and before their eyes with open arms 

Give me my shelter from the world's alarms ! " . . * 
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My heart I could no longer mastered keep; 
Into the group I rushed with hasty leap; 
A cry of rapture through the grotto rang, 
Into my arms with one glad bound she sprang, 
Around my neck she hung with fond caress, 
While her cold lips my eyes and forehead press, 
Seemed like a serpent round my limbs to fold, 
Hung as if naught on earth should shake her hold, 
Seized both my hands in hers with such tight grasp. 
They seemed to grow together in that clasp; 
Then round my neck her arms again she threw. 
Hanging with all her weight, and cried anew, 
"Try, if you dare, his child from him to take 
Now he is here himself to answer make ! 
Speak, Jocelyn, if you would, as they dare say. 
Your friend, your love, your sister thus betray; 
Tell if you have hurled headlong in the dust 
Me whom you took a helpless Heaven-sent trust; 
Say, if you could give up your love foi; me 
Even if God our parting should decree : — 
If God ! — If I could think e'en God so cruel 
I'd hate as much as now I love His rule 1*' 
As thus she spoke her scornful look and eye 
Seemed the whole world disdainful to defy; 
" Speak Jocelyn," she cried, " to those men there ; 
Right me, avenge yourself, the truth declare!" 



1 
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Speechless I stood, I had no power to part, 
I knew naught but the impulse of my heart 
As if my pain at first I could not know 
Until the final heavy crushing blow. 
Her firantic cry the transient stupor broke ; 
To life and grief I but too quickly woke ; 
Condemned myself to say the fatal word, 
And pierce her loving breast as with a sword; 
I sought by sudden move myself to firec, 
Shake off her arms and thus despairing flee, 
But with each effort to escape her hold 
Her arms clung round me with still tighter fold ; 
At length I fi'eed myself and leapt away 
And kneeling cried, " O touch me not, I pray ! 
My vows are made, I ne'er can be released, 
I am" — " Oh no !" she cried — " I am a priest ! 
Through weakness or devotion, one or both, 
I have betrayed, my child, my love, my oath ; 
I have not from the cruelest offering shrunk 
Your blood in my first priestly cup IVe drunk j 
More than my God I have betrayed in you ! 
Fly ! fly ! oh stay not e'en to say adieu ! 
Deign not so much as cast a single look 
On the vile wretch who your dear love forsook j 
Spurn me with angry foot and tread me down : 
Curse me with bitter word and withering frown; 
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Leave me to perish in my dire disgrace; 
All thoughts of me from your fond heart erase !" 
And crouching on the dust I nearer came, 
Grovelling and prostrate in my abject shame ; 
Imploring her at once with angry rush 
My wretched body in the earth to crush. 
She, shrinking back from me in sore affright 
As if the Gorgon's head had met her sight, 
Her hands unclenched with horror open wide, 
Her eye balls fixed, her whole frame petrified, 
Gave one loud shriek, as if her heart had burst 
Beneath this blow, the latest and the worst; 
A cry the token of the inward strife, 
The echo of the blow that crushed out life. 
The rocks which struck her forehead as she swooned 
Grew red with blood which issued from the wound ; 
Across my prostrate form she fainting rolled ; 
Her hands touched mine ; alas, how icy cold ! 
I pressed her to my heart, my arms I cast 
Around that form so faithful to the last; 
No name too bad for my vile self I deemed, 
I murmured against God, I Heav'n blasphemed, 
I kissed a thousand times (O Heav*n forgive !) 
That bleeding brow, I cried, " my Laurence live ! 
Wake at my cries, but live and hear renounced 
The perjured vows my foolish pride pronounced ; 
I will not be a priest, no force shall tear 
Me from your arms, my God is seated there ; 



Fifth Epoch. 177 

I cannot worship at another shrine; 
Your love my HeaVn, my whole soul only thine, — 
Oh only wake, and all shall yet be well! 
With love like yours I have no dread of hell»" 
In horror at my words and frantic rage 
The shepherds strove by force to disengage 
Laurence, to whom I struggled to impart 
The warmth and life of my own burning heart 
They bore her off; awhile I sought to trace 
The locks that hung dishevelled fix>m her face, 
Like the last flutter of an angel's wing ; 
And then deliriimi and despair's sharp sting 
Overcame me quite; my eyes I could not move^ 
From that far point where last I saw my love; 
I stirred not, I was crushed beneath my doom; 
Days passed, I recked not, no light broke my gloom ! 
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O suffering Lord, Whose cup of woe I share 
In these dread nights of horror and despair, 

N 
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Is there no voice to bid my anguish cease 
And whisper '^ All is finished : rest in peace T 



I have heard tell of lamps by magic made 
Whose light profaned the dark tomb's silent shade ! 
And thus, O death-struck heart, for after-time. 
Thou art a tomb, and mem'i/s light a crime; — 
Thou may'st not bum with hope, nor bleed with 

grief, 
In cold repression lies thy sole relief. 
To fireeze all life ! — O God, is this my task ? 
Let me not live; death, death, is all I ask. 



Death ! There another man might find release ; 

But I, oh pardon, God ! I am a priest ! 

Ordained in prison by a mart3rr's hand ! 

No more my own. Thine only here I stand, 

A victim sacrificed, an offering made. 

My will consumed upon thy altar laid, 

I oflfer up m)rself before I dare 

To plead for men, for suffering is prayer. 
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God from an earthly Eden drives me forth; 
I bow submissive to his chastening wrath; 
My task shall be wherever I may go 
To share the bitter cup of human woe, 
To probe the depth of every shrinking fear 
To know the bitterness of every tear ; — 
Men's groanings in my pleading voice shall rise 
As in my Blest Example's dying cries; — 
My sorrow is my cross ; to it confined, 
My bleeding arms I open to mankind ; 
I seek in self-devotion to embrace 
Brethren in exile, suffering, want, disgrace; 
My love was once my life; its flame has fled. 
Grant me, O Lord, Thy own love in its stead ! 
Grant that the same love to all men be felt. 
As was to that dear child who with me dwelt; 
Grant that all men to me her image give ; 
Yes, grant in love and hope that I may live; 
In hope ! O God wilt Thou to me deny 
This drop of water from the falling sky — 
This drop that scarcely needs a halt to drink? 
My hope, O God, is of the past to think ! 
O, when our days of absence all have pass'd. 
And by our several paths we mount at last 
To the great Fount of life whence all souls rise. 
Will each soul its twin spirit recognise? 
Laurence ! Be quenched my light in thee to shine ! 
Is not thy being mine, my being thine? 
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To rise and not know those we loved on earth, 
That would be second death, not second birth 1 — 

Lord we trust to find in Thee alone 

The meeting where no partii^ can be known, 

The endless gaze of love, the rsqpturous ciy 

With which long parted souls together fly, 

The embrace, the perfect bliss of Heaven above, 

Immortal souls renewing mortal love ! 

Yes, in the depths of Heaven Thy dwelling-place, 

Amidst Thy shining stars, in boundless space, 

Thy hands, O Father, blest abodes prepare 

For holy love in happiness to share, 

Lone spots in Heaven veiled in mystery grave, 

The mountain top as here, the rock and cave, 

Where loving souls in Thee and Thy love meet. 

Where scarce is heard the tread of angels' feet I 

Almighty God, I will no longer shrink. 

Thy love gives more than I can ask or think ; 

1 ask no happiness on earth below. 

Others may dream of bliss, my Heaven I know ! . , 
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Now crushed upon this desert, barren rock 
My heart is closed, my memory fast I lock ; 
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The wound is made, and though the jrielding flesh, 
Hiding the barb, close round the hurt afresh. 
Beneath the outer skin of seeming life 
Lie hid sharp grief and bitter inward strife ; 
Sole memory of my heart, sleep in thy shroud ! 
Thy name no more may pass my lips aloud, 
But, stifled in my dreams, in speech suppressed, 
Must lie deep hid for ever in my breast; — 
Let none suspect, e'en in a passing thought. 
That love for them by love for you was wrought, 
Nor guess the source where charity has birth 
And that I lived in Heaven while on earth ! 
Let no one know that nought could scorch her 

name 
From off" my tongue but Charity's bright flame ; 
That in my breast a secret deep I hide 
Known to my God, but to none else beside: 
That until death that name I hidden keep 
Like treasure buried in the briny deep. 

But she ! My God, may she be happy yet ! 

I pray that Laiurence may in time forget ! 

Let no sad memory of the past alloy, 

Father I ask Thee, her full cup of joy ! 

Let her be happy ! . . . Remembrance soon 

will come 
When soul seeks soul within the silent tomb 1 . » . 
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